





























FEBRUARY 22-23,2014 

GLOBAL GATEWAY LOGISTICS CITY, CLARK, PHILIPPINES 

GATES OPEN 12 NOON 


COMPLETE LINEUP 


RED HOT CHIU PEPPERS | KASKADE 

EMPIRE OF THE SUN | KENDRICK LAMAR 

THE ASTEROIDS GALAXY TOUR | RED JUMPSUIT APPARATUS 
NATIVES | DJ RIDDLER | REID STEFAN 

UP DHARMA DOWN | KJWAN | RADIOACTIVE SAGO PROJECT | SPONGE COLA 1 TAKEN BY CARS 
RUNMANILA | PULSO | JENSEN & THE FLIPS | MAUDE | ABRA & LOONIE | ENCOUNTERS WITH A YETI 
RUNWAY CRIMES | ROCKSTEDDY | ITCHYWORMS | SHE’S ONLY SIXTEEN | TECHY ROMANTICS 
CHEATS | YOLANDA MOON | WILDERNESS | MUSICAL O | SLEEPWALK CIRCUS | HIDDEN NIKKI 
SKYMARINES | CHILD/REN OF THE PILGRIMAGE | THE CHARMES | THE RINGMASTER | POPULARDAYS 
THE SLEEPYHEADS | NOT ANOTHER BOYBAND | NIX DAMN P | KEITH BRYAN HAW 
MARC MARASIGAN | ARYAN | TRAVIS MONSOD | BCAL | RON POE | KATSY LEE 
CARLO ATENIDO | PATRICK PO | JESSICA MILNER | MOTHERBASSS | SKRATCHMARK 


Part of the proceeds will be used to rebuild, rehabilitate, and fund relief projects for Typhoon Yolanda victims. 
Let 7107 International Music Festival be a reminder to our countrymen that music moves, and help is on the way. 


O /7107IMF O @7107IMF © (a>WEARE7107 

#WEARE7107 

FOR MORE INFORMATION, VISIT: WWW.7107IMF.COm 



It's more fun in the ZTfl 

Philippines gg! 






















MINI.COM.PH 


MINI COOPER 



Call 856-7555 / 0917-5973322 
or email Mymini@mini.com.ph. 
Showroom located at 5th Ave., cor. 
26th St., Bonifacio Global City, Taguig 


h#" BE MINI. 




EDITOR'S NOTE 


PRIDE AND PANACHE 


1 consider myself fortunate to have this opportunity to be working 
with people who embrace PLAYBOY Philippines as an art form; 
artisans who refurbish a masterpiece while understanding the 
need to continually hone their craft. It is with deep pride I say 
that the lifestyle they lead and how their values translate to their 
work ethic has become my inspiration in shaping the magazine. I 
have maintained our pages to be a reflection of their way of life, 
beyond their take on sex and discerning taste for and on women. 

After all, Hugh Hefner time and again affirms that PLAYBOY is never 
quite a sex magazine, but a lifestyle magazine in which sex was one 
important ingredient. To provide a playground for art-infused lives is a 
fulfillment, and this framework for a magazine for modern acumen is 
an enduring hope. 

I bear this hope that perhaps trickled from some time in 1953, when 
through Hef's personal investment a new men's magazine sparked 
that beacon, ever with uncertainty as evidenced by the maiden issue's 
lack of date on its cover. Not without a vision, and welling with rogue 
determination to quell sexual repression that saturated heritage, 
PLAYBOY was being hailed as a "publishing phenomenon" in the 
early sixties, as Hef quotes in his editorial. The Playboy Philosophy, as 
he put together the magazine's guiding principles to earmark its 25th 
anniversary. By that time the magazine has become "an increasingly 
popular subject of discussion and debate by columnists, commentators. 


clergymen, and even a few serious scientists writing in scholarly 
journals." 

Sixty years strong, and as sure as opportunity breeds another, 
PLAYBOY now has more than 30 International Editions in its loop. 

We celebrate this legacy of groundbreaking journalism and sexual 
emancipation along with these editions as we all kick off 2014 with a 
60th Anniversary Issue. 

We are proud to feature our timeless contributions to PLAYBOY as 
we made history by bringing together nine International Playmates 
for our Playmate of the Year Gala 2013, and having allowed us to 
conjure this heady and iconic cover. Get into silk sheets and discover 
how Playmates give more than just pillow talk as they take to heart the 
PLAYBOY Playmate beyond the branding and the prestige. We look 
forward to this year's gala with these ultimate bedfellows. 

PLAYBOY has been pushing the right buttons and is a testament to 
the times. Aside from being a recognizable brand, and an indissoluble 
guide for the modern man, it is a stronghold to remind us that we are 
able to live out and outlive our complexities. 

So here's to it all. This 2014, raise your glass and clink to— 

"60 years of Playboy parties, good drink, gripping stories, open minds, 
absorbing conversation, heady ideas, and our ineffable timeless 
Playmates. Here's to Hef. And here's to 60 more. Welcome to our 
anniversary party. It wouldn't be the same without you." 



PLAYBILL 



ASH REGINALD 
EVASCO 

Ash Reginald Evasco is 
a young professional 
photographer who 
shoots various 
subjects such as 
portraits, landscapes, 
urban, fashion/glam, 
commercials, etc. He has 
an eye for something 
that an ordinary 
photographer doesn't 
have: true love and 
passion for photography. 
His photography evokes 
beauty, narrative and, 
undoubtedly, larger than 
life images that people 
don't normally see. His 
works bring out the 
hidden beauty of the 
subjects. 


APPLE FARA-ON 


Apple Fara-on is a Fil- 
Canadian make-up artist 
& hairstylist based in the 
Philippines. Schooled at 
the Make-up Designory 
in New York, Apple is 
now a MAC Cosmetics 
Freelance Affiliate 
Artist. Her most recent 
works include the cover 
for Travel + Leisure 
Southeast Asia March 
2013 and she was 
also the BC Magazine 
March 2013 cover and 
featured make-up artist 
for Philippine Canadian 
Fashion Week in Toronto 
June 2013. 


EMMANUEL 

CONCEPCION 

Emmanuel Concepcion 
is a MAC Cosmetics 
Affiliate and a celebrity 
make-up artist. He 
started his make-up 
experience in high school 
with his classmates as 
his first clients. Now, he 
is proud to have Manny 
Pacquiao and Imelda 
Marcos as his clients. 
Passion will get you 
there. 


10 JULARBAL 


The head of the Program 
for Indigenous Cultures 
at the University of the 
Philippines Baguio, lo 
believes that heritage 
and roots are essential to 
understand the people 
and landscape of the 
Cordilleras. He is busy in 
the preservation of the 
tradition and practices 
of the mountains in the 
north. His works in this 
edition is one way of 
re-learning the sexuality 
of the natives at a young 
age before influences 
from the west arrived. 

He is currently working 
on promoting indig¬ 
enous identities to the 
younger generation. 


LEI PONCE 


Financial market analyst 
turned award-winning 
makeup artist Lei Ponce 
has won numerous 
competitions both here 
and abroad. He currently 
works as a Creative 
Department Head 
for an international 
makeup company. Ever 
so thrilled to work in 
creative styling projects, 
his works highlight his 
subjects' natural features 
while incorporating his 
classy, elegant styling. 


ANGELO SUAREZ 


Angelo V. Suarez 
is a poet pushing 
for conceptualist & 
performative poetics. His 
recent projects include 
Poem of Diminishing 
Poeticity, a poem in 
prose that performs a 
withdrawal of its own 
aesthetic quality; Ariane: 
a stock epic, a collage 
of tags pertaining to 
a ubiquitous stock 
image model, all lifted 
from a stock image 
website; and Interview, 
a long poem made of 
erroneous subtitles from 
a pirated DVD. He also 
functions as Associate 
Creative Director for an 
advertising agency. 
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FORUM 

26 I THE PARADOX OF ACCESS 

TO ART By Angelo Suarez 

Angelo Suarez talks about the popularization 
of and accessibility to art, and how these are 
changing the way we appreciate, produce, and 
view art. 

28 I SAVAGE IDENTITIES 

By 16 M. Jularbal 

"There is a certain sense of innateness in our 
primitive past, a pride that stems deep within 
our beating hearts. There is a primacy inside 
us all." So writes 16 Jularbal, in his prose about 
the Igorots and Filipino machismo. 


FEATURES 

44 I THE BATTLE FOR PICASSO'S 
MIND By John Meroney 

John Meroney reveals the strangest CIA 
mission of the Cold War: deploying modern art 
as weaponry. 

84 I THE PLAYMATE AS MUSE 

Twelve artists spend a season with Playmates 
as their muse. They render masterpieces that 
engulf the senses and add to the allures of 
their crafted seductions. 

71 I THE FUCK IT LIST 

Only suckers wait for retirement to live out 
their dreams. We propose 19 unforgettable - 
and attainable - experiences. 

94 I THE SCIENTISTS OF SEX 

Masters and Johnson were the first researchers 
to take sex out of the bedroom and into the 
laboratory. 


COLUMNS 

21 I POSITIONS OF PLEASURE Part 2 

By Dr. Margarita Holmes 

Dr. Margie Holmes continues her discussion 
about the clitoral alignment technique (CAT), a 
sexual position that would boost the chance of 
giving women orgasms. 

24 I RUNNING WITH RED NAILS 

By Dian Buen 

Dian Buen talks about running and feeling 
sexy while breaking a sweat. 

25 I A POET'S DILEMMA 

By Brandon Domingo 

Brandon Domingo shares the dilemma and 
the struggles of being a modern day poet and 
working in a plain and boring white-collar 
environment. 


58 REGINA CASTILLO 
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INTERVIEWS 

66 I PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: 

Al WEIWEI By David Sheff 

A candid conversation with the Chinese 
dissident about being Beijing's top target, 
using Twitter against oppression, and how 
Nancy Pelosi betrayed him. 

88 I 20Q: POL MEDINA JR. 

By Lauren Acurantes 

'Kartunero' Pol Medina Jr. talks fame, hardship 
and success. 

30 I MAN OF THE MONTH: 

JEREMY BAER By Lauren Acurantes 

Accidental advice guru, Jeremy Baer, shows 
retirement doesn't mean you stop working. 


PICTORIALS 

32 I COVER STORY: A NIGHT 
WITH THE PLAYMATES 

What makes a Playmate? Robert V. Soriano 
talks to and about the sultry, iconic women of 
PLAYBOY just in time for the magazine's 60th 
anniversary. 

96 I ASIAN BEAUTY: 

JENICA MILLAN 

Asian Beauty Jenica Millan gives us a glimpse 
of her surreptitiously wild side in a decadent, 
no-holds barred shoot. 

58 I PLAYMATE OF THE MONTH: 
REGINA CASTILLO 

Give in to the sweet indulgence and pleasure 
that is Regina Castillo, PLAYBOY Philippines' 
Miss January. 

48 I INTERNATIONAL WOMAN 
OF THE MONTH: 

GEMMA LEE FARRELL 

PLAYBOY US' Miss November 2013 offers a 
taste of her wild side in an alluring paradise. 










DEAR PLAYBOY 


I am one of your millions of fans on 
Facebook. I have witnessed how your 
fanbase grew in just a few months. Your 
Facebook posts give us a glimpse of 
what's inside the current issue, but with 
the bitin factor. Congratulations on the 
progress of your website, too! 

Pete Dellomas 

There has got to be a way to adhere to 
Facebook and other social media rules and 
restrictions, but still manage to shape the 
brand and whet readers'appetites for the 
magazine itself. It has been tough, but that is 
some sweet work to have gained 1.5 million 
followers. Thank you for your support! 



Greetings! I just turned 
18 last October and your 
music issue with Gwen 
Garci on the cover is the 
first PLAYBOY copy I 
bought. In fact, that is the 
first men's mag I've ever 
purchased. I'm glad I made 
the right decision. From 
now on, I promise myself 
to religiously collect your 
magazine—that is my new 
year's resolution! 

Vendeman Tioso 

We could wish for a grand 
party but we say PLAYBOY 
for your first men's magazine, 
and to mark your way into 
adulthood, is as splendid 
as it gets. We are thrilled 
to be celebrating the New 
Year with you as we intend 
to bring forward only our 
best editorial content and 
pictorials. We will be carefully 
choosing relevant content 
from our rich archive, the 
way we did for this kick-off 
issue, and to indulgently 
celebrate our 60 th Anniversary 
month after month. 

Lian Paz is definitely back! 
I've been a fan of hers 
since her EB Babes days 
and I thought she was an 


absolute stunner. I hope 
she'll get to have more 
projects soon. Thank you 
for choosing her as a cover 
girl. And oh, those covers 
were really explosive! 

Alvin Valleroso 

Lian Paz has always been a 
crush. Her break on TV was 
one to watch out for. I hope 
her story about her positivity 
and determination to move 
forward has inspired you. We 
are glad to be a part of this 
milestone in her career. 

I sincerely think 2013 is 
one of the best years of 
PLAYBOY Philippines. I 
swear to be updated by 
everything about my 
favorite magazine. I also 
hope digital copies will be 
available this year. 

Chuck Perez 

We amped it a notch by 
consistently defining the 
essentials of a modern 
Playboy, and we're glad to 
hear about your attestation. 
We are launching PLAYBOY 
Digital this year so be on the 
lookout for its party to be 
first for an exclusive look. 


Good work on the 
Playground section. Aside 
from your always hot set 
of women, I look forward 
to reading Playground 
every month. That serves 
as my lifestyle guide now. 
Thanks for listing for us 
readers what's in and 
what's not. Cheers to a 
New Year! 

Jimmy Lim 


It has been constantly 
wonderful to hear that 
readers have been choosing 
PLAYBOY for its articles. You 
are very much welcome. 

Your anniversary is near 
and I am so excited about 
the next Playmate of the 
Year winner. Playmate 
Billy is my all-time favorite 
and I have high hopes 


that your next PMOY 
winner will be equally 
stunning. Thank you also 
for wrapping up 2013 with 
Lian Paz. What a present! 

Harvy Elkin Godoy 

We are equally excited to get 
the Playmate of the Year poll 
up and running! Be sure to 
check www.playboyph.com 
every time. See you at the 6 th 
Year Anniversary party! 


PLAYBOY 

ADVISOR 


I am not good at 
remembering things. I 
know that my relationship 
with my girlfriend will 
turn a year old this 
February but I hate to 
admit that I forgot about 
the exact date. I am 
getting hints from my 
girl that she wants me 
to surprise her on our 
special day. How do you 
think I should handle this 
situation? 

Calross Antiporda 

If your girlfriend happens to 
have a creative streak, you 
may ask her to write that 
story about how you came 
to be committed, and maybe 
somehow she would put the 
actual date on the story. Ask 
her about her plans for your 
anniversary, and she might 
drop days and dates as she 
suggests. If all else fails and if 


she can be a tad too sensitive 
about sentimentality, timing 
is key on when to ask. 

My relationship with my 
partner has been getting 
rough lately. I admit 
I'm having a good time 
doing other things totally 
unrelated to her, which 
makes me think I am not 
ready to commit just yet. 
On the other hand, I want 
to value her like I value my 
hobbies. Are there ways in 
which I can both enjoy my 
kind of entertainment and 
my lady at the same time? 

Mikko Gutierrez 

Have you tried engaging her 
with these hobbies? Has she 
tried to be involved in them? 
That is presuming you are 
pertaining to sports, fitness, 
travel, or art. Try to have all 
the things you enjoy in one 


turf. If you actually happen 
to have succumbed to 
introversion and you want to 
compartmentalize and draw 
lines, then find a lady who 
will completely understand 
and accept this detachment. 

I'm a Chinese living in the 
Philippines for about a 
decade now. I met this girl 
years back and I think I'm 
totally in love with her. 

The problem is that our 
family practices traditional 
rules about marriage and 
my parents wanted me to 
marry another Chinese. 

I know love should go 
beyond bounds but I don't 
know how to start. Help! 

Gary Lao 

It should depend now on 
the time you have to prove 
to your parents that what 
you have going for this girl is 
genuine and decisively for a 
lifetime. Should you be in a 
hurry to break away and have 
the resources to go against 
these odds then by all means 
start the life you want for 
yourself. 


I was eyeing this girl for about three months until 
she finally gave in to going out with me. We dated 
for a few weeks and it was just recently that we 
finally had sex. She is tall and beautiful plus that 
milky skin of hers drives me crazy. Just one thing: 
she stinks down there. I cannot bear the odor. It 
makes me want to stop dating her. 

Matthew Alcazar 

The smell may be caused by one of two things: natural 
odor, or a fungal infection. She may be sweating more 
profusely in this area, and she may need to take a shower 
before you make love. She may also have to get herself 
checked by a doctor for the infection. This has a cure. If 
you like her that much, try to avoid embarrassing her with 
your observation but subtly get the message across in the 
long run. 
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“I’m sorry you caught me out of uniform. 





$600 

KOPI LUWAK, A 
COFFEE MADE FROM 
CIVET POOP, IS THE 
MOST EXPENSIVE 
COFFEE IN THE 
WORLD, COSTING 
ABOUT $ 120-$600 
PER POUND. 



VINCENT VAN 
GOGH 

SOLD ONLY ONE PAINTING 
DURING HIS ENTIRE LIFE: THE 
RED VINEYARD AT ARLES. 



ARCHAEOLOGICAL EVIDENCE SHOWS 
THAT THE EARLIEST CONSUMED SOUP 
DATES BACK TO 6000 BC, AND IT WAS 
MADE OF HIPPOPOTAMUS! 




Frank 
Epperson, 
a then 11- 
year old kid, 
invented the 
Popsicle. 



STRAWBERRIES ARE 
THE ONLY FRUITS 
THAT BEAR SEEDS 
ON THE OUTSIDE. 


PINEAPPLES 

ARE 

CLASSIFIED 
AS BERRIES. 




THE BEIJING DUCK 
RESTAURANT IN 
CHINA CAN SEAT 

9,000 PEOPLE 

SIMULTANEOUSLY. 



IS THE 
FIRST 

COLOR AT 
THE TOP 
OF THE 
COLOR 
WHEEL 



12 YEARS 


LEONARDO DA VINCI TOOK 12 
YEARS TO PAINT MONA LISAS LIPS. 




IN 1190, THE LOUVRE IN 
PARIS WAS ORIGINALLY 
CONSTRUCTED AS THE 
FORTRESS OF PHILIPPE 
AUGUSTE. 


200 YEARS 

EUROPEANS FEARED 
EATING TOMATOES 
FOR MORE THAN 200 
YEARS BECAUSE THEY 
. WERE THOUGHT TO BE, 
POISONOUS. 
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1950’s 

POP ART STARTED IN 
LONDON IN THE 1950’S 
AND WAS REFERRED TO 
AS ‘PROPAGANDA ART’. 
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THE PLAYGROUND OFFERS 
WHAT EVERY PLAYBOY READER 
WANTS—RELEVANT REVIEWS 
AND INFORMATIVE LIFESTYLE 
NEWS. YOU, AS A PLAYBOY 
READER, NEED TO KNOW STUFF. 
AND WE ARE HERETO GIVEYOU 
WHAT YOU NEED. 


PLAY 


PLAYMATE 
OF THE YEAR 

PHILIPPINE GALA 2013 


ALEXIS FOX 


Out of the ten gorgeous 
women in this issue’s cover, 
Alexis Fox has the distinction 
of being the grand winner of 
Last year’s Playmate of the 
Year at the Philippine GaLa. A 
special envoy from PLAYBOY 
South Africa, Alexis spiced up 
the 2013 GaLa with her mile- 
long Legs,amicable personality 
and knockout body. Clearly, a 
Playmate of a different caliber. 
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HARMAN KARDON 

NOVA SOUND SYSTEM 


Yes, spending 300USD on a set of wireless speakers might not sound ideal. 

However, Harman Kardon's Nova Sound System is not your typical wireless speaker. 
Minimalistic and cool beyond words, these speakers are miniature modern sculptures 
for your office desktop. Pumping 40 watts of power through each speaker, these are 
also more powerful than they might seem. These gorgeous speakers are compatible 
with just about any device as they come with wired analog, Bluetooth, and NFC. 


1. TOSHIBA SATELLITE P50 

On the surface, the exquisitely-crafted Toshiba Satellite P50 features 
a sleek, modernistic design with its elegant aluminum finish. What 
really sets it apart, however, is what goes on under that gorgeous 
hood. At this sophisticated beast’s core is an Intel i7 processor and 
8GB of memory, all designed for superior performance and seamless 
execution of hefty computing tasks and hardcore laptop gaming. 

With its 1TB built in storage, you won’t have issues in keeping a vast 
archive of movies, TV series, music, and photos. The P50 also boasts 
of a 4GB Nvidia N14P-GS with Optimus Graphics processor that pairs 
beautifully with the laptop’s 15.6 inch Full FID LED Display. Priced 
at around 62,000php, Toshiba’s Satellite P50-A103X is power and 
performance redefined in a sophisticated package. 

2. ASUS EB50N 

The world’s first Bluetooth 4.0 headset that features NFC, the Asus 
EB50N aims to further reinvent the wireless earphone game. With 
its one-touch Near Field Communication tech, pairing up with your 
devices will be a cinch. The EB50N offers up to six hours of listening 
and/or talking while in its integrated microphone. Plus, this device 
has echo and noise cancellation properties to ensure clarity and audio 
precision. 

3. NIKON DF 

A first look at the Nikon DF will probably send you reeling back to 
years of nostalgia and familiarity. With its large knobs, retro finish and 
chunky size, onlookers might mistake this as an antique. They will, 
however, be proven wrong the moment they learn about the highly 
advanced 36.0 x 23.9 mm CMOS sensor behind those Nikkor lenses. 

At 16 megapixels, this DSLRwill deliver exceptional digital images. 

True to its philosophical core, the DF will not have any video recording 
capabilities whatsoever. Instead, the engineers at Nikon wanted this 
beautiful machine to focus on one thing alone: taking breathtaking 
photographs. At 3000USD, this camera is a treat for photographers who 
know what it feels like to have full technical control over their cameras. 
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AVIATOR SUNGLASSES 


Just in time for the New Year, Nike 
released the Air Max 2014 early last 
month. With its increased flexibility 
and improved traction, the Air Max is 
perfect for those who want an ultra- 
cushioned ride. The latest version of the 
storied Air Max line, this pair is lighter 
thanks to its new take on the classic 
waffle sole. Meanwhile, its upper is 
made from engineered mesh partnered 
with lightweight foam that follows the 
contours of the feet. 


RAY-BAN SOLID GOLD 


Somehow, it makes sense to push the classic 
Ray-Ban Aviator Sunglasses over the top by 
crafting it in pure 18K gold. One of the most 
recognizable and iconic styles for sunglasses 
(probably matched only by the Wayfarer), 
the Aviator never really goes out of style. 

To celebrate its legacy, Ray-Ban released an 
exclusive run that would be crafted with pure 
18K gold, with G-15, neophan and Polar 
lenses. Priced at a staggering 3200USD, those 
fortunate enough to own a pair will never 
have to worry about crossing paths with 
someone wearing the exact same pair, as 
they would be limited to 1200 numbered and 
engraved units only. 


KYOCERA LTD 
CERAMIC CHEF'S KNIFE 


There are many advantages to using a ceramic 
knife rather than a stainless steel kitchen knife. For 
one, they tend to be sharper and their edge lasts 
longer. Plus, they are impervious to corrosion and 
will never affect the taste, smell and appearance of 
food. Kyocera is one of the pioneers when it comes 
to ceramic kitchenware. Their ceramic Chef's knife 
is made of Zirconia 206, an advanced ceramic that 
produces stronger, longer lasting blades that is 
unmatched even by ceramic knife standards. 


FINEX CAST IRON SKILLET 

There's no arguing. Every house should have its own iron skillet. 
From cooking cornbreads to fritatas, skillets are kitchen essentials 
that cannot be replaced. Finex' cast iron skillet is tradition 
reinvented. Its CNC-machined cast iron interior makes it surface 
smoother, which makes it easier to wipe clean and prevent food 
from sticking. Plus, its coiled wire-spring handle dissipates heat 
quickly to avoid those nasty burns. Priced at 125USD, a good cast 
iron skillet like this can be passed down through generations. 


Unlike traditional coffee brewing 
methods, cold brewing steeps 
coffee grounds in ice-cold or room 
temperature water for prolonged 
periods of time (3-12 hours). The 
result is a sweeter and less acidic 
coffee that has a unique flavor 
profile compared to those prepared 
using conventional methods. Is 
it worth the wait? Definitely. The 
Cold Bruer system is one no-fuss 
way to prepare cold brewed coffee. 
For 50USD, you can have cold 
brewed coffee anytime you want (if 
you can patiently wait for it). 


COLD BRUER 
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BOOKS MUSIC MOVIES DV» 



ALL THAT IS 

James Salter 

Knopf 

Set after World War II, James Salter’s creation, All 
That Is, follows the life of Philip Bowman, a naval 
officer formerly designated in Japan. He returns to 
the United States to become a book editor where 
he experiences massive success. However, in spite 
of all the glory, romantic troubles seem to engage 
him: a failed marriage and another love affair 
discontinued. But before he totally loses his trust 
in love, Brownman meets a woman who rekindles 
his passion. This riveting book parades the colors 
of life, love and ambition. (Eizen Barleta) 





THE INFATUATIONS 


JAVIER 

MARIAS 

IMfillMTlHtMI. IKST *KI.LKH 


THE INFATUATIONS 

Javier Marias 

Hamish Hamilton Ltd 

After A Heart So White and Your Face Tomorrow, 
Spanish writer Javier Marias continues his 
supremacy through this book. The internationally 
acclaimed novelist relays the possible 
consequences of life events through the eyes of its 
main protagonist, Maria Dolz. A regular breakfast 
guest at a cafe, Dolz notices a beautiful couple 
that is as ever present at the cafe as she is. The 
conflict begins when one day the couple is not 
there; leaving Dolz a little bereaved. The book 
displays that certainty enforces no limits. (E.B.) 



PACIFIC 

Tom Drury 

Grove Press 

Referred to as a ‘quiet’ novel because of the 
absence of striking revelations, Pacific is an 
interesting read depicting the lives of two 
siblings (one living in the Midwest and the other 
residing in Los Angeles) portraying two different 
communities with the same denominator: the 
restlessness of its residents. A follow-up to his 
acclaimed debut novel, The End of Vandalism, 
Drury’s Pacific is both tragic and comic in its 
tone, with each character getting equal chance in 
the limelight. (E.B.) 



YOLANDA MOON 

An electronic/triphop/psychedelic duo composed of Cholo 
Hermosa and Kyle Quismundo, Yolanda Moon matches 
their catchy beats with soothingly chill ambient melodies 
interspersed with soulful and relaxed vocalizations. This 
Manila-based duo is inspired by Massive Attack, The Beatles, 
and Radiohead. Despite being a relative newcomer, Yolanda 
Moon has made its rounds at several major gigs in and around 
the metro (Fete De La Musique, Wanderland and Saguijo, 
among others). Check out their music at soundcloud.com/ 
yolandamoon. (Robert Soriano) 



THE BLACK VOMITS 

If you’re a regular at bars and gigs, you’ve probably heard of The 
Black Vomits. The Black Vomits is an alternative rock act made 
up of Julius Sanvictores on drums, Bryan Escueta on guitars, 
Igan D’ Bayan on bass (Yes, the same Igan D’ Bayan, macabre 
visual artist and columnist), and, PLAYBOY Philippines’ very 
own Miss September 2013, Joyen Santos. Playing gigs at The 
Bar@1951, Saguijo, and Amos Cafe, to name a few, this band is 
currently working on original material for an upcoming album. 
Listen to them here: ndfy.me/a/theblackvomits. (IIS.) 



2013 was quite the tragic year for the Philip¬ 
pines. Right after the terrible earthquakes in Cebu 
and Bohol, the Visayas suffered greatly when it 
was hit by super typhoon Yolanda (International 
name: Haiyan). By far the strongest typhoon ever 
recorded, Yolanda caused great economic and 
psychological pain to the Filipinos. In an effort to 
help the country, three international recording label 
giants put forth a unified tribute album, Songs for 
the Philippines. The album features 39 songs from 
various artists such as the Beatles, U2, Eminem, 
Adele, and many more. The goal? To help fund the 
rehabilitation and recovery efforts in affected prov¬ 
inces through the Philippine Red Cross. Priced at 
9.99USD, the album is available on iTunes. (IIS.) 
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RUSH 

Rush is a sports drama based on 
the real life rivalry between race car 
drivers James Hunt and Niki Lauda 
set during the 1970s, the golden 
age of Formula 1 racing. Directed 
by Ron Howard, this critically well- 
received film explores the fierce 
competition between the English 
playboy/FI driver, James Hunt (Chris 
Hemsworth) and the methodical 
Austrian race car driver, Niki Lauda 
(Daniel Bruhl). The film is available 
on DVD the last week of January. 
(Robert Soriano) 




ON 


THI 


JOB 


ON THE JOB 

On the Job was one of the most well- 
received Filipino films of 2013, even 
gaining critical acclaim during its 
screenings in both the 2013 Cannes 
Film Festival and the 17 th Puchon 
International Fantastic Film Festival in 
South Korea. With its gritty and raw 
narrative, On the Job dove headfirst 
into the underworld of the Philippines’ 
corrupt penal system. Two prisoners 
are pulled out from the prison to carry 
out assassination hits in exchange for 
reduced sentences. On their trail, two 
cops trying to solve a curious case of 
high profile hits. On the Job is directed 
by Erik Matti and is scheduled for DVD 
release in February. (R.S.) 





HER 

Set in a not so distant future, Her follows the story of 
a writer, Theodore Twombly (Joaquin Phoenix) who 
becomes fascinated with an artificially-intelligent 
operating system that develops an intuitive personality 
based on its user. “Samantha”, the virtual personality 
from the OS and voiced by the sultry Scarlett 
Johansson, turns out to be a lighthearted, insightful, 
and sensitive voice that constantly communicates and 
interacts with Theodore. As the program’s need to learn 
more about life grows, the two grow closer together in 
a complex, modern love story. Her is directed by Spike 
Jonze (Being John Malkovich, Adaptation, Where the 
Wild Things Are). (R.S.) 




ROBOCOP 

A remake of the 1987 cult classic RoboCop franchise, 
this year’s RoboCop revolves around Alex Murphy 
(Joel Kinnaman), a Detroit cop who was critically 
injured in the line of duty. To save his life, OmniCorp, a 
multinational conglomerate specializing in robotics, use 
an advance and controversial technology to combine 
man and machine to protect the city and push back 
against crime and corruption. This Jose Padilha-directed 
remake is particularly star-studded as it features Gary 
Oldman, Michael Keaton, and Samuel L. Jackson in 
supporting roles. (R.S.) 


PLAYBOY 2014 / J AN U ARY-FEBRU ARY 13 

















GEARBOX LEISURE 



STATS 


• ENGINE: 423.6-CUBIC-INCH V8 

• HORSEPOWER: 1,350 

• ZERO TO 60 MPH: 2.5 SECONDS 

• DRY WEIGHT: 2,750 LBS. 

•TOP SPEED: 276 MPH (EST.) 
•TAG: $1.3 MILLION 



WHITE 

LIGHTNING 

A RENEGADE AIMS TO UNLEASH THE 
WORLD’S FASTEST PRODUCTION CAR 


JEROD SHELBY 

SSC North America 



THE MAN BEHIND THE 
258 MPH SSC ULTIMATE 
AERO AND NOW THE 
NEWTUATARA. 




We can imagine the conversation now: “Yes, 
officer, we were doing 276 miles an hour.” 

It could happen. SSC, a start-up founded in 
Washington state in 1999 by engineer Jerod 
Shelby, is in the final testing phase of a new car 
named after a reptile—the Tuatara. The goal: 
Unseat the Bugatti Veyron (268 mph) as the 
world’s fastest production car. “We’re estimating 
276 mph with a 9,200 rpm redline,” says chief 
administrative officer Alan Leverett. “We think 
it’s going to be fast.” We believe it. SSC held 
the Guinness record from 2007 to 2010 with 
its previous model, the Ultimate Aero, which 
hit 258 mph. The Tuatara—set to launch next 
summer—is powered by a mid-mounted 1,350 
hp V8, with a seven-speed transmission and 
triple-disc carbon clutch. Got the $1.3 million? 
Get in line. The company will make about 48 
cars a year, and the first eight have already sold. 



THE 200 MPH CLUB 


BECAUSE EVERY MAN SHOULD BE ABLE 
TO TRIPLE THE INTERSTATE SPEED 
LIMIT. BUCKLE UP FOR SAFETY! 


FLYING SPUR 

200 mph 
$200,500 


FORD MUSTANG 
SHELBY GT500 

200 mph 
$54,800 
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AND DYE 

WORDS BY LAUREN ACURANTES 
PHOTOS FROM SIPANDGOGH.COM 

"If you hear a voice within you 
say 'you cannot paint,' then by 
all means paint, and that voice 
will be silenced," is a quote 
attributed to painter Vincent 
van Gogh. Inspired by these 
words and the life and times 
of the man who pioneered 
post-impressionism, a group 
of friends started a first-of-its- 
kind paint and sip studio in the 
country, aptly called Sip and 
Gogh, that aims to bring on 
the good times through the 
intoxicating mix of alcoholic 
beverages and free-flowing 
creativity. "We were inspired 
by his impressive work and his 
interesting life story. And then 
we came across some quotes of 
his that encouraged people to 
paint even if they don't have 
any background [in painting] or 
any skills. It befitted the concept 
of what we wanted the studio 
to offer our guests; to try art as 
a new form of entertainment. 
We wanted to break the idea 
that art is something serious. 

We want to show that art 
can be for everyone," said 
Christopher Cruz, one of the six 
co-owners of Sip and Gogh. 

Going by the idea that art 
lessons are best carried out 
under the liberating effects of 
alcoholic beverages. Sip and 
Gogh has divided classes into 
two types; guided or open. 
Guided sessions are taught by 
a rotating group of young fine 
arts graduates as instructors. 
Here, students are taught a 
step by step process on how to 
recreate the night's featured 
painting. On the other hand, 
during open sessions, guests can 
paint something of their own 
choosing, be it one from the Sip 
and Gogh gallery or something 
from their own imagination. 
Guys looking to impress their 
girlfriends might also want to 


“If you hear a voice 
within you say ‘you 
cannot paint,’ then 
by all means paint, 
and that voice will be 
silenced. ” 



join their Date2Create 
sessions. Partners can 
choose to paint each 
other or can choose 
to paint their special 
masterpieces as one 
complete painting 
using two separate 
canvasses. 

Either way, adult 
guests are encouraged 
to imbibe. "Having 
some alcohol in your 
system makes you 
appreciate even the 
simplest things. It 
lightens your mood. 

You become more 
appreciative of 
something unusual, 
out of the ordinary. 

You tend to go against 
the rules when you're 
intoxicated. So if what 
you painted doesn't 
exactly turn out the 
way you wanted it 
to, having a bit of 
fortification in your 
system definitely 
helps," joked Cruz. 
"But, as our instructors 
will remind you, make 
sure you're not too 
inebriated that you 
start drinking the 
water used for cleaning 
the brushes," he added 
cheekily. 

As for the type of 


wine that goes with 
what you are painting, 
Cruz says it is all a 
matter of personal 
preference. "Both art 
and wine appreciation 
are very subjective. It 
boils down to what 
you prefer. But, as a 
general tip, if you're 
painting something 
that feels full-bodied 
go with your Merlots 
or your Cabernet 
Sauvignons," he 
quipped. If you're 
thinking of painting a 
little something light, 
go with the Riesling 
or the Chardonnay. 

Feel like creating 
something sweet and 
slightly sappy? Try 
the dessert wines, he 
recommended. "The 
bottom line is we want 
our guests to have fun. 
Art and painting can 
be a little intimidating 
for most folks so we 
want to take the 
edge off of that and 
just give them an 
alternative where the 
atmosphere is relaxed 
and where there are 
no rules about colors, 
about methods. Your 
painting, your rules," 
said Cruz. 
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PUNCH LIST 

Charles Joly gives us three tips for 
the perfect punch. (1) Use brewed 
tea, i h nii/i ii/iii (TT~iHfH 1 ! (Tinmifijf 
mixers in lieu of water. (2) Use an 
old liquor bottle to keep simple 
syrup on hand in the fridge. (3) Get 
creative with the ice. Use bowls or 
Bundt pans to freeze large chunks 
of ice ahead of time. Drop fruit 
into the mold as it's freezing for an , 
impressive presentation. 










I ONE-TWO 
PUNCH 


A TOP MIXOCOLOGIST 
REVEALS THE FORMULA 
FOR MAKING POTENT 
PUNCH 

I t's time to transport yourself 
back to the 17 th century for a 
quick lesson in entertaining 
en masse. Just as every gentleman 
should be able to shake up a 
proper whiskey sour or stir a 
perfect manhattan, some basic 
punch skills need to be part of your 
arsenal. The word punch is believed 
to be derived from the Hindi word 
for "five," the number of key 
ingredients in most punches—those 
being spirits, citrus, sweetener, 
water and spice. You can use just 
about whatever you have on hand 
to create a great punch. It's all 
about balance, as outlined in the 
adage "One of sour, two of sweet, 
three of strong and four of weak." 
Here are three recipes to get you 
started on your way.— Charles Joly 
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THE LADLE WILL ROCK 

Charles Joly, beverage director of Chicago's Aviary and 
owner of Crafthouse cocktails, created these recipes. 
Combine ingredients in a punch bowl and add a block of ice. 


to 


■=> How Long 
Lima? 

10 oz. brut rose 
cava 

7 14 oz. pisco 
(such as La 
Diablada or 
Campo de 
Encanto) 

fe % oz. Lillet 
[flouge (or 
^occhi di Torino) 

pz* fresh 
|uice 

simple 
rinthe 


N The Guild 
Meeting 

16 oz. strong 
chai tea, chilled 


6 oz. overproof 

American 

whiskey 


4 oz. fresh 
orange juice 

2 oz. fresh 
lemon juice 

2 oz. ginger 
liqueur 


2 oz. Drambuie 

2 oz. vanilla 
sugar 


6 strips orange 
peel 


■=> Wallnut 
Room Punch 

10 oz. brewed 
chamomile tea, 
chilled 


8 oz. gin 


6 oz. fresh 
lemon juict 


6 oz. sparkling 
white wine 


4 oz. simple 
syrup 

4 oz. white 
vermouth 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY SATOSHI 







































3. VINTAGE 

■^Incredibly complex vintage ports 
are made from a single vintage and 
aged in oak for two years before 
aging in the bottle for 10 to 40 years. 


4 . TAWNY 

O Tawny ports are aged in oak for 
at least seven years and oxidize in 
the cask; they show nutty, caramel 
characteristics. Dow's is outstanding 


2 PORT 
AUTHORITY 

OPULENT AND ELEGANT PORTS ARE 


THE ESSENCE OF AFTER DINNER 


L et the wine snobs debate which wine pairs 

best with a meal; bring dinner to a close with a 
perfectly balanced bottle of port. The fortified 
wine from Portugal's Douro Valley is the thinking man's 
after-dinner drink: complex enough to inspire talk of 
its pleasures, sweet yet strong enough to wrap up the 
meal with a kick. Whether it's a fresh ruby, a nutty 
tawny, a bold vintage or an exotic white port, be sure 
to serve it slightly chilled to let the flavors bloom as 
you sip .—Heather John 


1 . RUBY 

OThe freshest-tasting 
and youngest of ports, 
with bright fruit flavors. 

Sip straight or use in 
cocktails in place of 
aperitifs such as Campari 
and sweet vermouth. 

2. WHITE 

OPort made from white 
grapes (as opposed to red) 
is another category entirely 
and makes for an ideal 
aperitif. Try Ramos Pinto 
Branco Reserva. 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY JOSEPH SHIN 
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PACIFIC 

OThe past decade 
has seen the farming 
of more varieties than 
ever before in the 
Pacific Northwest. The 
Pacific Ocean's lower 
salinity lets more true 
oyster flavor come 
through. 

TASTES LIKE 

Creamier and sweeter 
than Atlantic oysters. 
Pacifies can taste of 
butter, melon and 
minerals, ij, 


29k 2 
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KUMAMOTO 

Owith a fluted shell and 
a deep cup, this diminutive 
and delicious Japanese 
oyster stands apart from 
other species. It's the best 
bivalve for first-timers. 

TASTES LIKE 

Sweet, tender and not too 
salty, Kumamoto oysters are 
fruity and evoke the flavor 
of a fresh cucumber. 
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O Oysters grown on the 
Eastern seaboard are the 
most widely available—think 
Wellfleets, Malpeques and Blue 
Points. 


TASTES LIKEt 

These typically have a 
seawater-like saltiness and 
tend to be firm in texture. 


ATLANTIC 




X THE NEW 
OYSTER CULT 


WITH OYSTERS EMERGING ON MENUS 
EVERYWHERE, HERE'S ALL YOU NEED 
TO KNOW 

I ama Hama, Beau Soleil, Kusshi. The names of 
these briny, succulent oysters delight. And they 
can confound, given that there are dozens of 
varieties available. The reality is there are only five 
species of oyster, and at most restaurants you're likely 
to find only three: Kumamoto, Atlantic and Pacific. (The 
other two—intense European flats and tiny Olympias— 
are far more rare.) The next time you order a dozen, ask 
the server to split them up according to the categories 
shown here. Keep this up and pretty soon you'll know a 
Lone Point from an Olde Salt. 


M Vs 





CREDITS: RECIPED ADAPTED FROM SMOKE & PICKLES BY EDWARD LEE (CARTISAN BOOKS), COPYRIGHT @2013, ILLUSTRATION BY ROBERT HARKNESS 



pel me/ 


BROTH 

2 V 2 cups white vinegar 
1 Vi cups water 

Si cup soy sauce 

1 1.2 tsp. whole black peppercorns 
1 tsp. salt 
1 tsp. sugar 

Yi tsp. red pepper flakes 

3 garlic cloves, chopped 

4 bay leaves 


A RENEGADE SOUTHERN CHEF GIVES 
CHICKEN AND WAFFLES A SPICY REBOOT 


C hef Edward Lee cooks for the 21 st century Southern 

gentleman. At Lee's restaurant, 610 Magnolia, in Louisville, 
Kentucky, crab cakes are spiked with green-tomato kimchi 
and okra gets the Japanese tempura treatment. This mash-up 
mentality is perhaps best expressed in an already mashed-u|3dish 
of epic deliciousness: fried chicken and waffles. Lee first poaches 
the poultry in a Filipino vinegar and soy adobo broth to boost 
the flavor of the bird. For more Southern food, check out Lee's 
cookbook. Smoke & Pickles. 


DIRECTIONS 
■=>7b make adobo 
broth: Combine 
ingredients in large 
pot, bring to a 
simmer over medium 
heat, then turn 
heat to low. Poach 
chicken pieces for 
15 minutes, turning 
halfway through. 

"=> To fry chicken: 
Pour buttermilk into 
one bowl; mix flour, 
salt, paprika and 
pepper in another. 
Dip poached chicken 
pieces in buttermilk, 
dredge in flour 
mixture and transfer 
to a plate. Heat oil 
to 365 degrees in 
a deep cast-iron 
skillet. Fry chicken 
in batches until 
internal temperature 
reaches 165 degrees, 
about eight to 10 
minutes. Salt chicken 
while hot. Serve 
with dipping sauce 
and your favorite 
homemade waffles. 


ADOBO FRIED CHICKEN 


ATHE HOT 
CHICK 


CHICKEN 

2 lbs. chicken thighs, drumsticks, wings 
2 cups buttermilk 
1 cup flour 
1 tbsp. salt 
1 tsp. paprika 

Vi tsp. freshly ground black pepper 
8 cups peanut oil, for frying 


To make the spicy dipping sauce, mix one 
quarter cup water with three tablespoons 
fresh lemon juice, two tablespoons maple 
syrup, two tablespoons fish sauce, one 
tablespoon soy sauce and two thinly sliced 
habanero or Thai bird peppers. 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY GRANT CORNETT 
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ROASTED BONE 
MARROW WITH MISO 
GLAZE , 

AND SHISO AND FRISEE 
SALAD 

INGREDIENTS 

Bone Marrow 

1 tbsp. rice flour 

salt and pepper to taste 

2 marrow bones split lengthwise 
into two pieces 

MISO GLAZE 

14 cup red miso paste 
14 cup honey 

2 14 tbsp. water 

SALAD 

V 2 head frisee, torn 
12 shiso leaves, julienned 
1 tbsp. lemon juice 
1 tsp. shallot, chopped 
1 tsp. wasabi paste 

3 tbsp. olive oil 

salt and pepper to taste 


METHOD 

O Preheat oven to 385 degrees. 
Season rice flour with salt and 
pepper. Sprinkle seasoned rice 
flour on exposed marrow portion 
of bone. Pat down so rice flour 
sticks. Place bones in roasting pan 
and cook for 25 minutes. 

OFor the glaze, whisk miso 
paste, honey and water in a 
pot over medium heat until the 
mixture has a jam-like consistency. 

OFor the salad, toss frisee and 
shiso leaves together. In a bowl 
add lemon juice, shallot and 
wasabi paste, and while whisking, 
slowly pour in olive oil to make 
a dressing. Season with salt and 
pepper. Lightly dress the salad. 

OTo serve, place bones on a 
plate, spoon or brush on miso 
glaze, and arrange salad on the 
side. Spread marrow on toasted 
bread. 


5 BONES 
BRIGADE 

ROASTED BONE MARROW IS THE 
TASTIEST DISH YOU'RE PROBABLY 
NOT COOKING 

W ose-to-tail cooking is a culinary trend that's gone 
a bit too far: Not every guy needs to know how 
to pickle pigs feet and braise cockscomb. But 
roasted bone marrow is too cheap, too easy and too 
damned delicious not to make it a part of your cooking 
repertoire. Locked inside beef shank bones is rich, unctuous, 
unbelievably beefy-tasting marrow that, when roasted, 
becomes something akin to beef butter. While restaurant 
menus across the country usually spin it in Mediterranean 
ways, we turned to chef David Myers for an impressive 
Japanese-inspired recipe. 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY FRANCESCO TONELLI 
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DESK | BY DR. MARGARITA HOLMES 




POSITIONS 

OF PLEASURE 


PART II 


As promised, this column will be about doing the 
ditoral alignment technique (CAT), the sexual position 
that increases a woman's chances of getting an orgasm. 


B ut that's not the only thing it's 
iood for. What the CAT also 
Goes is increase a woman's 
chances not during foreplay, 
|pt during after-play, but 
while the man is actually 
inside her. Plus, if research in 
the field is accurate (and I don't see why 
it shouldn't be) the CAT increases the 
probability of an orgasm during genital 
intercourse by as much as 50%. Yup. Fifty 
percent. Not a percentage to be sneezed 
at. This figure is based on a meta analysis 
of studies (conclusions drawn from as 
many methodologically sound studies 
on the same topic as can be gotten hold 
of). In this case, it was a meta analysis of 
studies done on the prevalence of female 
orgasm. The accepted average is that 
25% of women get orgasms during their 
sexual encounters, whereas CAT ups the 
probability of that to 75! 


So, what's not to love? Several things, as a 
matter of fact: 

+ 1. The CAT does not come 
instinctively. 

Men instinctively pump and thrust while 
making love. Up down, up down. With 
CAT, men glide...forward-backward, 
forward-backward. 

♦2. It takes time to learn CAT. 

There's a joke that goes, "How do I get to 
Carnegie Hall? Practice, practice, practice." 
Like a musician who finally becomes good 
enough to play at Carnegie Hall, a man 
who wants his partner to come most of the 
time, has to "practice, practice, practice" 
and this usually takes time and patience. 
+3. Failure the first few times is 
almost guaranteed. 

As with trying out most new things, failure 
(or perhaps, the better-sounding and more 
accurate, "not succeeding the first time" 
one tries it) is almost guaranteed. Again, 


not exactly an experience men relish. 

Why do I say that? Because as 
mentioned earlier, the CAT is not how 
men generally make love, both from a 
physical standpoint and from an almost 
philosophical one. You see, the CAT is not 
aggressive in the "Me-Tarzan, You-Jane" 
style. Instead, it can almost be called 
gentle, in a "How're you doing? Tell me if 
this feels good, ok?" sense. 

In fact, authors Em and Lo of the 2006 
book Rec Sex: An A-Z Guide to Hooking 
Up describe the CAT as "almost, by 
definition, so gentle, some describe it as 
an almost "feminine" approach to sex. 
Think small subtle movement, full-body 
contact with a focus on the clitoris and 
the pelvic mounds and a Buddhist-like 
repetition of steps that may very well get 
her closer to Zen (i.e. orgasm) better than 
any other hands-free intercourse position 
out there." 

Google CAT and you will marvel at the 
many tips and steps —some more clearly 
and/or poetically expressed than others— 
people, "sex wellness" clinics, and a few 
recognizably reliable institutions on how 
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to achieve it. I find Em and Lo's the most 
comprehensive, though perhaps a tad 
confusing in the directions given. Thus, I 
have paraphrased their template to what I 
hope are clearer and more reader-friendly 
steps below: 




OLet's start with what almost all of 
us are familiar with: the missionary 
position. Once you are ready for 
penetration, have your partner lie on her 
back, but this time, with her legs just 
outside yours. That way, you will be inside 
her with your legs close together. 

To make penetration easier, raise your 
upper body so that your pelvis will not be 
right above your partner's pelvis (vagina) 
but lower. Thus your pelvis, unlike in the 
ordinary missionary position, will literally 
be further down her body, between her 
legs. 



ONow, here's what makes the 
difference: Cup her shoulders with 
your arms under her armpits so that 
you're resting on her. It's a good idea 
to put some of your weight on your 
forearms so that she's more comfortable, 
but be sure to maintain as much body 
contact and pressure as you can. If it's any 
consolation, this too, gets much easier as 
you do the CAT more often. 

While keeping your penis inside her, 
pull your body up along hers, toward her 
head, so that your pelvises are aligned 
(with yours directly on top of hers). Ideally, 
your legs are still straight and together, 
and her ankles are resting on your 
calves. Her legs should also be straight as 
possible, while wrapped around your lower 
legs. In this position, your head is beside 
hers, to one side of her face. 

Your penile head should still be 


inserted, though much of the shaft will 
now be outside of the vaginal canal, 
pressing up against the top half of her 
external genitalia. Both spines should be 
as straight as possible. Your upper body 
should be relaxed; and as with most things 
the CAT asks of you, this becomes easier 
the more times you do it. 

Do you now see why I say this is not 
instinctive love making? 




■=>While in position number two, as 
you're pushing up along her body, ask 
her to tip her pelvis away from you, 
down into the bed. That way, your penis 
comes almost all the way out and she can 
feel its base pressing against her clitoris. 



ONext, push your pelvis down so your 
whole body moves lower down her 
body and your penis enters her fully. 

If she tilts her hips up, it feels a whole 
lot better for you. While you're still lying 
on her, put some of your weight on your 
forearms or she will be too squished to 
enjoy orgasm at all—which is what this 
exercise is all about, yes? 

This might be a good time to remind 
yourself of the Promised Land: Sex where 
your woman comes almost as a matter of 
course, considerably more times than not. 
Why might that be? Because by this time, 
most men are starting to ask themselves: 
"Why the hell should I try something 
new? The old pump and thrust has been 
working all right for ages. Why start 
something new now, with a half-assed 
position where I could, literally, fall off my 
partner?" 

Why? Because even if the unlikely 
happens—that is, that CAT doesn't work— 
the mere fact that you were/are willing to 
try something new just for her will make 


her feel all squidgy, loving and good inside. 
Believe me, if having a woman willing 
to do anything to make you feel good 
turns you on, doing the CAT just for your 
woman, rather than for any side benefits 
like karmic points, will make her feel just 
as loved in return. 

But enough of the pep talk, let us go 
back to step four. Please try to maintain 
as much full body contact as possible. 
Remember that your legs are still as 
straight as possible, hers still wrapped 
around your lower legs (or as low as 
possible in this position). That is because, 
as much as possible, she keeps her upper 
thighs and knees close together rather 
than bent, as in more traditional positions. 



■=>Now, you simply repeat this hip¬ 
rocking movement over and over 
again: Move up as she tips down; 
move down as she tilts up, and so on. 
Do not speed up. The goal is to maintain 
constant pressure and rubbing against 
the area from her pubic bone down to 
her vaginal opening (with the clitoris in 
between, of course) with your penile shaft 
and your own pubic bone. 

Of course, you can also do the 
"reverse" Cat, with the woman on top, 
but how about you try that after you've 
mastered the "missionary" CAT? Maybe 
you can even share your experiences here. 

One invaluable tip: It helps to have a 
headboard with vertical slats that you can 
hold on to as you slide up and down and 
learn to keep your balance. 

Some of you may already be asking, 
if the CAT is so difficult that the presence 
of a headboard might be important, why 
make all that effort? I feel it's because of 
what its founder/discoverer Dr. Edward 
Eichel felt it would help achieve: Making 
intercourse great. "Anytime. Any place. 
Any circumstance." O 
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Punisher, X-Facu 
and Uncanny X-Men for Marv 
Comics. He then joined six ol 
superstar artists to launch Imag 
Comics, a bold move against 
the more established Marvel 
and DC Comics. After thirteen 
years away from the Philippines 
he finally returned and shared 
some of his thoughts on several 
topics. 


Q: Who is your favorite character to 
draw? 


I ~v A: It's always the women. Storm 
and Jean Grey. I like strong women 
but my definition of a strong woman 
is internal. Like Storm is called "the 
Ice Queen" but it's because she's 
dignified and she always holds 
herself like that. Jean Grey has 
always kind of been looked at like 
"the mother figure." She's always 
been elegant and pristine and that's 
the kind of woman I like. And when 
Psylocke came in and the girls sexed 
it up, Jean never did that. And I 
like the integrity of both Jean and 
Storm that they stayed true to their 
character. 


WHILCEPORTACIOFIRST 
GAhEDGAIVHliJSrRAriSIG 
TTHPUNISHERX-fACTCH 
ANDUNCANNYX-MEN 
FORMARVELCOMICSHE 
THENJOINEDSIXOTHER 
SUPERSTARARTISTSTO 
LAUNCHMAGBIOMICSA 
BOLDVDVBVGAINSTTHE 
M0RESI7\BLJSI-ECMARVB_ 
AND DC COMICS. 


Q: What do you think of your 
original creation. Bishop, making it 
to film in this year's X-Men: Days of 
Future Past? 


It turned out that 
[Bishop's Jheri curl hairdo] 
worked out for the time, 
you know. That's actually 
one of our secrets for the 
whole office. We may 
keep getting older and 
older and older, but if 
we keep tabs, we'll stay 
up-to-date. So we come 
up with our ideas and 


Though I've been hearing 
good online stuff, I'm * 
still at the Trese stage (by 
Budjette Tan and Kajo H 
Baldisimo), the ZsaZsa I 
Zaturnnah stage (by Carlo 
Vergara), all of Arnold 
(Arre)'s stuff. But see, 
they've been taking the 
cue from what I said. Do 
what you know. 


shouting,-"Uy, huwag! 
Huwag! Sira-sira ang 
overpass!" Because they 
can relate to the location 
they're familiar with. 

And that's how you grab 
that market. When you 
grab the local market, 
you have a lot of people 
waiting in Hollywood. If 
the idea grows here and 


A: That's what I was 
pushing for way back in 
1995! For local creators to 
stop trying to prove that 
they can do Superman. 
Because that's like me 
coming into the industry 
and trying to copy (fellow 
comic artist) Michael 
Golden. Why would they 


'—v A: Siyempre ecstatic! I mean 
the beginnings were just so simple. 
Comics is so fast, so quick. Every 
month, you're doing something 
completely new. You have to 
complete something in a month and 
then go on and then go on. And so 


TALK I WHAT MATTERS NOW 


NTERVIEW BY JASON INOCENCIO 


when the call came: "Invent a new 
X-Man!" There's no waiting, no talk, 
it was just, "Okay!" And then you do 
it, and you put it in the book, and in 
the next issue, and next issue, and 
the story. And you only really realize 
that you've done something when 
you go to conventions, when you 
get a response to those characters. 
And the response to those characters 
was really huge and that made me 
feel great. 


characters but we only 
run them through yung 
mga kabataan at the time 
and see their reactions 
there. So their reaction 
there was, "Wow, mga 
naka-uniform!" Sabi ng 
kabataan na ganon, so 
try ko. 

Q: Have you been keeping 
up with the local stuff? 


hire me when they know 
Michael Golden already? 
Especially in Hollywood 
right now, they don't 
watch American movies. 
Those ideas have run out 
... [But] every time I show 
them a manananggal, a 
tikbalang, they go crazy. 
To answer directly your 
question, I've been trying 
to keep up, it's hard. 


What I told them was, 
"Write the story that you 
grew up with." I want 
you to write the stories 
where your heroes are 
fighting on the overpass 
to Glorietta and gets 
destroyed, so that the 
14-year-old kid, weeks 
later, after the comic book 
is published, is going 
down that street and 


it grows within the Asian 
market, then hopefully 
it grows around Japan 
and Korea, you take that 
to Hollywood. That's the 
smart thing to do. You 
start with those little 
groups. They're already 
talking about Filipino 
stories, local stories, local 
characters. H 
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WOMEN 



H i would you feel if your male friends 
n't think you're sexy? I have been sized 
in many ways, whether I like it or not, 
infully and constructively. And even if my 
friends say so or sometimes keep mum about it, 
the playful indirect machinations of drunkenness 
in letting me know that I don't pass muster stir my 
uneasiness. I feel angry, vengeful, and murderous. 
Am I happy when jokes about my weight are half 
meant, even if they're excused to be intoxicated 
ramblings? I pretend to be okay but my mind 
submits to another episode of murderous rage. 

So a few years ago, I started to run. It is the 
hardest by far to break a sweat in this foggy city. 
It takes a lot of mileage and coverage before all 
the pores in your body open up to squeeze out 
the slightest of perspiration. And once you do 
that, it becomes easier. Or so I thought. There 
are certain rules that people expect of me in my 
running routes and routines. My friend Ron, 
who happens to be running at that time asked 
me, with his evilest, most elevated perplexed 
eyebrows, why I had to run at nine in the morning 
because in his perspective, "Tanghaling tapat 
na!." It's way too late. But, happily, I don't give 
a shit! I have noticed that people from my city 
run around the clock. It must be the easy weather. 
And I still run at nine in the morning, or 11 before 
lunch strikes, and then at three in the afternoon 
when I'm sleepy the most, and sometimes, six in 
the evening, when it's almost chilly. And I love the 
haunted routes, passing by old houses and trails, 
taking away with me my fits of murderous rage all 
sunny and burnt. It's my run, my rules. 

It is odd that some people still see the sport as 
reserved for men. With most of them in their long 
legs stride past me, I am outnumbered. The ratio 
is one woman to nine men; this is what I round 
off from my observation as I imagine wildebeests 
stagger through the finish line in their Nike short 
shorts. Well, it used to be short shorts, until the 
running tights was embraced by men. They say it 
makes one run better, physics has all the rights to 


the explanation of this, so I hand them the baton. 
On the other hand, while men liked the running 
tights, I wore them as well. Not because it was 
the "thing" for running, but because I was hiding 
something. No! Not those maps of scars that a 
cartographer could almost make a new planet 
with all the directions, latitudes and longitudes 
etched with it, but I was not comfortable with my 
thighs. 

Leg exposure is something I have to deal with, 
I could never succumb to the "shorts" culture; 
I don't have the confidence to show-off my 
muscular legs. And when I mean muscular, they're 
really muscles, meat, jiggle and all. Big in its biggest 
sense, they're the legs of a working, climbing, 
often walking, running woman. Not until I ran 
out of running tights because of a rainy weather 
that I have decided to wear athletic running 
shorts. The first few days were an experience of 
sorts. Some people casually pass me by, but some 
ogled and it was a very uncomfortable thing. My 
fellow runners understood the attire but not a lot 
of men and women got it. I was not sure at first 
why they looked, was it because of my muscular 
legs or just the sight of skin unusually exposed? 
And I really felt exposed. I had this gnawing ugly 
feeling that it must be because of my big thighs. 
Another buddy (you know who you are,) laughed 
at my thighs at the sight of it because I guess it 
was just senselessly big. I admit, I don't think 
my thighs are sexy at all. It took a long time 
convincing for me to push through with wearing 
running shorts, until it just became some sort of a 
running lifestyle. 

Heartbroken over this, seeking answers and 
doing all diets and adjustments necessary, fashion 
and food also had to be sacrificed. Eventually, the 
man of my life stepped up and said my legs were 
different, that they were like the legs of those 
popular coed volleyball players. He reminded 
me that I easily climbed Mt. Pulag with grace in 
maneuvering cliffs and rocks with over 25 pounds 
of camping gear on my back, with two separate 


liters of water snapped on each side. He said that 
I could "man out" real long tiring leg activities. 
My athletic legs are indefatigable; it's sexy in its 
power. I guess we could all say that, after that, 
running has never been the same. 

And so I met Ron a few months ago, and he 
noticed my red nails and asked me why? I had 
mixed feelings but the violent thoughts were shut 
down. I could not answer "Why not?" And I 
surely felt embarrassed again, first my thighs and 
then my nails. But you see, our friends know 
us well and sometimes the ways we change go 
unnoticed. Back when black was the raging color 
of the 90's, personalities and clothes were thought 
as one and the same. And so we contemplate that 
those things would never be altered. We thought 
we were our clothes, we thought we were the 
dirty boots we wore. But inside, the periwinkle 
color is just so cute we can't let our friends see 
us gush. So I brushed off the quizzical stare that 
I got from my old-time friend not because I felt 
defenseless but I felt braver than ever. That I 
should not necessitate or clarify anymore, I have 
reached a juncture in my life where explanations 
are just tiring and my confidence could not be 
undermined by the mere color of my nails. And 
so I let it be. 

I run like crazy, and I like to do it in my crazy red 
nails. I run in my shorts, whether they're branded 
or not because really, the branded ones are 
expensive. But as long as I run, I feel fit and sexy. 

I would like to propose to the editor to let me run 
in bunny ears, perhaps I will feel sexier. Kidding 
aside, of course I will be clad in clothes and I 
promise that I would share a picture. My thighs 
will never be as feline and long, but I'm keeping 
up with the rough and tough that running has 
to offer. I might just be the only one noticing but 
hey, I don't only run in my red nails, sometimes its 
purple, orange, or fuchsia. And you should see my 
toes, its neon pink. And it feels oh so secretly hot. 

□ 
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I am many things, I believe, but I am foremost 
a poet. But there is still some semblance 
of hesitation in me each time it becomes 
inevitable to introduce myself as such in a 
plain—and boring—white-collar environment. 

As a lawyer employed in a government office 
that has politics as its main business, I earn my 
living principally by tediously sweating over 
mounds of legal papers that hit my desk. I am 
thus expected to be "legal" obviously, and this 
is what indispensably makes for productivity and 
efficiency. "Legal" of course connotes less words, 
precise words, unembellished. My foremost and 
primal personality, therefore, has just become a 
respite. Or a hobby. I remember the great Pablo 
Neruda delivering this caveat: Never tell politicians 
that you are a poet. Trust me, they most likely will 
recoil when you do! 

Poets, as do other members of various 
artistic sectors, have all sorts of perfectly silly 
labels carelessly put on them. For instance, they 
are thought to be narcissistic; and male poets 
sometimes suffer the archetypical brand of 
emasculation. They are seen as self-absorbed 
and inattentive. Worse, owing to their boundless 
behavioral eccentricity, they are sometimes (mis) 
diagnosed by some to be mentally ill. Or, at least 
mentally distracted and emotionally volatile. 

They have always been known to be pensive and 
dreamy egoists leading a life of silent despondency, 
yet thoroughly chronicling every waking and 
dreaming moment out of a sense of compulsion 
or imperative to recreate and transform their own 
mortal oppressions into a substantial piece of literary art. 

It is these labels that almost always allow poets to be 
regarded, and their craft to be approached, aslant. Insofar as 
such labels could speak negatively of any individual for that matter, 
it is at best unwarranted to haphazardly associate poets with them 
and render an equally unfair judgment on their personality. I do 
not set out to depict, though, a very lovely and handsome 
portrait of a poet, but such undesirable 
traits could possibly occur likewise 
in individuals without creative 
temperaments. Poets possess 
positive traits and capabilities 
because in fact, hardly can 
they be separated from all 
descriptive derivatives 
of sensitivity - an 
arguably good trait. 

As it is inherently an 
affair between the 
poet's senses and 
his environment, 
hence, poetry 
can be a very 
potent form 
of expression 
bounded 
only by one's 
creative 
imagination. 

That poetry 
is an escape 
from personality, as 
T.S. Eliot professed, 
is not entirely 
acceptable because 
it is inherent in the 
poet's unique and 
personal experience of 
things, an experience 


which he has to exploit. It could be the smell of 
soup boiling in the kitchen or of bread charring 
in the oven; or that of a dainty cup of strong 
coffee and its hot and bitter bite on the tongue; 
or the irritating sound of teeth grinding; or the 
moonbeams exploding blue and gray past the 
window blinds; or the moon shadows on the 
foliage in the garden; or your grandmother's palm 
that felt like wrinkled paper on your cheek. 

The audience, of course, cannot be expected 
to derive out of a poem the same amount of 
meaningfulness or the same level of connection 
as the poet's. Some may even find it pointless, or 
may feel lost like they do when reading somebody 
else's journal entries in parables. Many a time 
have I been asked to explain what my poems 
meant but I declined, believing that poems lose 
value if given away in that sense. It approximates 
the feeling that incites offense when my poem 
gets all the red-mark editions without notice and, 
yes, without my approval. There is truism, thus, 
in Neruda's exhortation that poetry is not meant 
to be explained and expounded on because 
otherwise, it becomes banal. 

Poets are governed by motives, yet even these 
motives are sometimes suspect and open to 
question. Historically, the literary landscape has 
been shaped by efforts at originality at a time 
when originality stood as the dominant requisite 
to modernity, with the writers and the poets 
thriving in the center of it and drawing attention 
to themselves for all different reasons. Indeed, 
whatever his motivations are, a poet will serve 
to inspire both the intended and unintended reader. 
As Salman Rushdie quips, a poet's work is to name the 
unnamable, to point at frauds, to take sides, start arguments, 
shape the world and stop it from going to sleep. 

As for me, I am a bottomless pit of words. And I welcome 
this nightfall like an old friend, its stillness and quiet, 
its long and waning hours. With it, I welcome 
the sweet scent of dama de noche blossoms 
sifting through the curtains like a purple 
dream. I light a cigarette, clutch the 
warm cup of coffee, press it lightly 
against my wrist and feel its 
comfort, and finally start 
thinking of words to weave 
for an old photograph of 
a baby in a cage which 
I had earlier seen at 
the bookshop; or 
for the old, dusty 
man with whom I 
had traded bote- 
dyaryo-garapa this 
morning; or for 
a poignant, half- 
forgotten love. 
But I notice on my 
desk loose leaves 
of document I had 
taken home from 
work - remnants 
of a week-old 
assignment that 
I had failed to 
accomplish last 
week. 

Oddly, I suddenly 
have an urge to write 
about "my bosses" in 
all "loving" detail. □ 


BRANDON DOMINGO 

ILLUSTRATION BY 
DEA MENDOZA 
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I am writing this brief essay with two 
considerations in mind—how to react to the 
National Commission on Culture and the 
Arts' (NCCA) insistence on deploying showbiz 
celebrities (employees of hegemonic media 
networks whose TV torsos have corporatized 
arms that reach to film, print, online, and 
even non-traditional platforms) as so-called 
ambassadors for the popularization of various 
sectors of the culture industry and what to do 
with the leftover t-shirts at home on whose fabric 
chests is emblazoned the rebus "I <3 Chabet," 
wearable remnants of a performance by myself 
and choreographer Donna Miranda that 


embodies fanhood as an articulation of critique. 

While it certainly isn't completely unproductive 
to think about the effectiveness of the former, 
the more productive matter to address is the 
naturalized need to even popularize the inherently 
elitist enterprise of one of the culture industry's 
more overvalued categories: the art sector. With 
more and more artists integrating their myriad 
social advocacies—the most problematic being 
that of popularizing art—into their art practice, 
deploying art as the instrumentalist Trojan horse 
to accomplish their propagandist goals without 
abandoning their livelihood of producing trinkets 
that are saleable to the rich, what constitutes 


art as a field of practice historically premised on 
form and autonomy becomes more and more 
problematic. 

However, art's being premised on form and 
autonomy—that is, if one is to be reductionist 
about it, on vacuity—does not shield it from an 
inevitable sociality. One need not carry out a 
laborious historicizing of art's autonomy to arrive 
at the fact that meditation on form is best carried 
out with an ability to fill one's stomach, better if 
backed by a formidable measure of art education, 
and access to this indulgence splits into a handful 
of means of approaching art. One approach to it is 
to own its objects, its material manifestations, be 
it painting on canvas or contract of experience— 
ownership borne of purchase or commission, 
exclusive purely to those with financial means, 
or at least the social means to accumulate non¬ 
monetary capital that can nevertheless enable 
acquisition. 

Another approach is of spectatorship without 
ownership—an approach furthered by the NCCA 
itself when it purports to aim for abstractly 
popularizing art among the nation's constituents 
as in the case of the commission's deployment 
of celebrity ambassadors—that fosters a specific 
experience of art in which, as when one enters an 
art gallery, a spectator penetrates a space for the 
exhibition of art without necessarily penetrating 
its market. However, this non-participation in the 
market is in fact a mystification: The spectator 
actually penetrates the market, but only to the 
extent that he or she contributes to the rise in the 
object's value, furthering its preciousness for the 
gallery's moneyed clientele whose participation in 
the market is of actual purchase. In this sense, the 
exclusivity of art is premised not only on distance, 
but on proximity. 

This latter approach is exemplified by a recently 
concluded installment of the Images of Nation 
series of exhibitions at the Ayala Museum. Titled 
The Real HR Ocampo, the exhibition at this 
prestigious private museum space, established 
under the auspices of the foundation affiliated 
with the mall the museum is adjacent to, whose 
current manifestation, according to its website, 
goes "a gift to the Filipino people in celebration 
of the Ayala Corporation's 170th anniversary," 
features work by the celebrated National Artist 
in a spectacle enabled through mediation by this 
private outfit. What is even more striking is that 
these images of nation—a visual repertoire the 
Philippine government, thru its conferment of 
this presidential award to the artist, has indirectly 
officialized as representing national culture—are 
not only mediated by the Ayala Museum but in 
fact owned by private entities, an ownership 
made explicit by the exhibition subtitle "From the 
Paulino and Hetty Que Collection." Perhaps their 
stewardship of these supposed national treasures 
are their gifts to the Filipino people as well, just 
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as the Ayala Museum is the Ayala Corporation's 
gift to us? 

Spectatorship, of course, cannot be so neatly 
dichotomized. There are, for instance, artists who 
cannot own the resultant objects of their labor, 
and as producers are simultaneously delegated to 
the role of spectators who contribute to the rise in 
value of the works by the rest of the artists in their 
community so the rest of these artists can, in turn, 
perform their spectatorship for the rise in value 
of the art objects they produce—plumping the 
objects up for the picking of the privileged patron. 

And these communities are not only composed 
of artists and patrons but also practitioners of 
other forms of labor that lubricate relations 
between artist and patron—the critic, the curator, 
the gallerist, the 
art space manager, 
the gallery in-house 
graphic designer, the 
contractual writer of 
press releases and 
exhibition notes, 
even the framers, 
the exhibition layout 
designers, et al. It 
begs to be said that 
these roles which 
not only facilitate 
but also comprise 
spectatorship are 
often inhabited by 
the same bodies, 
such as when an 
artist functions as 
curator, the curator 
functions as critic, the 
critic manages the 
space, the manager 
owns the gallery, 
and polymorphous 
variations thereof. In 
certain cases, any of 
these roles overlap 
with that of the 
patron, for a patron too may be an artist, critic, 
curator, gallerist, art space manager, ad nauseam. 

Spectatorship is especially fraught in cases 
that involve the work of National Artists, when 
a member of the national constituency need 
only perform his citizenship in order to spectate. 
Going back to the example of Images of Nation, 
one need not even be aware of the show to 
support it, to add to its prestige value. That one is 
a Filipino citizen in the midst of official machinery 
legitimizing Ocampo's work as a constitutive part 
of national culture is enough to be its spectator— 
in a kind of interpassive spectatorship where 
the spectating is carried out for the citizen by 
art's institutions. That one actually steps into the 
exhibition space is no more than a formality, if not 
a redundancy. To formulate this thesis another 
way: The very installation of such an exhibition 
at the Ayala Museum generates its own abstract 
spectatorship. 

As if all this weren't complicated enough, the 
conceptual turn in art production—ushered in 
by Duchamp's ready-mades and, decades later, 
Kosuth's analytical proposition—has further 
complicated the constitution of the art object, 
which now can comprise not only non-retinal 
materials (Duchamp's Paris air, Barry's inert 
gases), actions (Kaprow's happenings, Knizak's 
demonstrations) that do not even have to be 
realized past their linguistic articulation (Fluxus 
scores), phenomena (Brecht's events), and sheer 
information (Art and Language's indexes), but even 


reconfigurations of the social relationships which 
contemporary art is mired in and characterized 
by. In the '60s, for instance, the Artist Placement 
Group was already examining the relationship 
between artists and non-art businesses, and in the 
explosion of so-called relational practice since the 
'90s even the passing on of craft skills—a kind of 
reproduction of the conditions of art labor—to 
people who may or may not be invested in the 
production of art has come to be framed as works 
of art on their own. 

Oddly enough, the deskilling that came with the 
conceptual turn has seen a flurry of art activity in 
which—under the guise of creative collaboration, 
interactivity, artistic workshops, making art 
accessible to a broader public—artists compose 
situations in which they 
supposedly empower 
participants to the extent 
of a hierarchical flattening, 
as if the participants were 
genuine collaborators, as 
if teaching a few orphans 
to twist reusable trash 
into shapes were all the 
orphans needed to acquire 
artist status. Worse, such 
workshops, when carried 
out without any measure 
of transparency, mystify 
how little social/cultural 
capital a participant 
with the skill to make 
decorative handicrafts— 

his "artwork"—actually 

acquires compared to 
the artist whose deskilled 
labor of organizing the 
workshop—the workshop 
being the artwork—that 
empowers the participant. 
The opening up of a kind 
of accessibility to art, 
therefore, not only makes 
possible the opening up of 
new systems of exclusion and elitism, but also the 
mystification of such processes of exclusion and 
elitism. 

What has been presented in the preceding 
paragraphs has been a tip of the massive iceberg 
that is the burgeoning discourse regarding art's 
accessibility. Admittedly, much of it has been 
reductionist—occupying only the space of 
some hundred words in the span of a magazine 
article—but hopefully instructive anyway despite 
its unavoidable density, if not altogether eye¬ 
opening to a handful of readers. It is a great 
time for art—and given the sporadic disclosure 
of its exclusionary, if not downright oppressive, 
nature, art production is only bound to become 
more exciting, more brutal, more expansive, 
more isolated, more alienating, more elitist, more 
overtly evil—that is to say, more vulnerable to 
being attacked. 

I reckon now that the best thing to do with 
those "I <3 Chabet" shirts is to give them away 
to people who need shirts but have no idea who 
Roberto Chabet is, supposedly one of the key 
artists in Philippine art history to usher in the 
conceptual turn. But till my collaborator and I are 
able to figure out a method for distributing those 
shirts that underscore their potential recipients' 
lack of access to what the shirts are references to 
in art discourse, then those shirts will have to stay 
in their plastic boxes, piled like memorabilia only 
those backed by a considerable art education plus 
the ability to feed themselves might care about. B 


Art production 
is only bound 
to become 
more exciting, 
more brutal, 
more expansive, 
more isolated, 
more alienating, 
more elitist, 
more overtly evil 
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THE GREAT COAL DEBATE 

U sing renewable energy, I think, 
is better in driving local power 
plants. The idea is simple: Coal 
will cost us poor climate status, 
and will eventually turn our livelihoods 
(and even our lives) into worse conditions. 
The other group says it is costly to use 
that kind of energy, but I think, taking 
into account its long-term effect, it will 
cost the people more money when 
our health and well-being is damaged. 

On this time, we have to meticulously 
take into consideration nature and our 
environment. Typhoon Haiyan that hit the 
Philippines just lately is a strong reminder 
that we have to stop firing coal. 

Cindy Almorente, 27 


F or a country like the Philippines, 
resources for renewable energy 
are overflowing : geothermal, 
hydro, and solar. Although coal- 
fired power plants are cheaper and more 
efficient, our government should see 
to it that the large carbon footprints 
these power plants leave will gradually 
affect everyone, including themselves 
and posterity. Besides, we are not yet 
feeling how big the effects of these coal- 
fired power plants will be. And also, the 
Philippines already has the Renewable 
Energy Act of 2008. 

The country has enough resources 
to build the plants for renewable energy. 
Yes, it just depends on the political 
will. And if opponents defend that the 
demand is not sufficient yet, can the 
Philippines not be proud that despite 
being a third-world country, it is doing 
what is right? 

Let coal be used for emergency 
purposes only. Research shows that in 40- 
BO years time, this non-renewable energy 
resource will be depleted if we do not 
shift to the clean alternative. 

Money will not matter in the end. Our 
natural resources will. 

Henry Lomeus Ching, 20 
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Foundations of Philippine Machismo 



W hen colonial eyes first set their 
gaze on the naked mountain 
people of the northern highlands, 
apprehensions have become 
formalized and varied. The Spanish would 
describe the Igorots as barbaric bandits whose 
head-hunting, cannibalistic, and bestial ways 
would only serve its purpose as a threat to Spanish 
civilization and religion. American colonizers, 
on the other hand, would elevate such savage 
tropes and put them in display either as museum 
artifacts, anthropological subjects, or objects of 
touristic consumption. Indeed the Igorot and his 
oh so lonesome bahag (loincloth) has gone a long 
way from being subject to imperial obliteration 
to imperial fixation. But, it is within this colonial 
stance that the tribal male has drawn forth in 
establishing his own representation and identity. 

OF THE RELIGIOUS AND THE EROTIC 

The gaze is never innocent. When Spanish 
priests rhetorically negated the Igorot as the 
negative end of all that is civilized, it is within 
their "priestly" discourse that the formation 
of the eroticized savage has taken shape. One 
Spanish priest would write fictitious accounts of 
licentious Igorot women walking in groups to 
the forest, lying down naked with legs spread 
waiting for apes to come and satisfy their needs. 
Others would write about the trial marriage hut 
and reinterpret it as a brothel where Igorot youth 
would do nothing more than engage in tribal- 
approved premarital sex. 

The Western world transformed the primitive 
other as a depository for its own erotic imaginings, 
where the act of colonizing not only implies a 
physical taking-over but also a re-orientation 
of who they are. Since Spanish religious order 
as well as American moralistic standards sees 
sexuality as a taboo, the savage now becomes 
totally immersed in it, making them subject to 
the seductive fantasies and expressions of sexual 
anxieties of the colonizers. The savage female 
now becomes the embodiment of sexual promise, 
where the entire colony takes the place as the 
harem of the colonial West. The savage male, on 


the other hand, now becomes invested 
with an apprehension which transf orms. 
them as the very embodiment of 
uncontrollable primal sexual virility, of 
wanton insatiable sex; an image which 
owes itself closely to that familiar scene 
of a caveman who grabs his woman by 
the hair and drags her into his cave. 
The wild man who ransacks villages 
and takes away women as slaves has 
now come into being. 


OF THE IGOROT MALE , THE MAN , 
AND THE MACHISMO 

The Igorot male is set on antiquated 
images of severed heads, battle axes, 
and shields. Coupled with blood soaked 
loin cloths, tattoo laden skin and bare 
feet, the barbaric stereotype which 
history has tagged the Igorot seems to 
perpetuate itself even at present. From 
t-shirts and woodcarvings depicting 
headhunters to "barrel men" and 
penis endowed ash-trays with varying 
"sizes" to boot, Igorot testosterone 
has now become a marketable tourist 
commodity. It has even come to the 
point that Igorot loincloths are daintily 
placed on top of TV sets and coffee 
table, which calls one to ask, how 
would you feel if somebody took your 
unmentionables, placed it on top of 
their living room coffee table, and 
placed a vase on it for everyone to 
admire? 

Early in history, the Igorot have been 
well accustomed to this sort of colonial 
treatment. "To make lemonade out 
of their lemons," so to speak, the 
Igorot has taken the tagged barbaric 
trope into their own advantage. 
Barbarism equals tourism; savagery 
equals opportunity. Stories of Igorot 
headhunters who drank from enemy 
skulls after having eaten their brains 
became a point of fixation for the 
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West and have ultimately become 
sources of literary fascination 
and obsession. The likes of 
Tarzan and Mowgli flourished 
as the industrial world became 
bored with their monotonous 
mechanized lives. The primitive 
now meant an escape for the 
civilized world, a distraction as 
well as a detachment. There was 
now a commercial need for the 
savage. As early as the 1900's 
curio shops selling loincloths, 
rice deities, and head-axes 
were already springing up like 
mushrooms over the Cordilleran 
region. The Igorot simply fed the 
touristic need for the "authentic" 
savage experience. So where 
does these leave tribal identities? 
As far as male Igorot stereotypes 
are concerned, the savage tag 
has resulted to both enchanting 
and disenchanting effects. Often, 
someone who is not familiar with 
our ways would ask why we do 
not wear our loincloths on a daily 
basis or ask us to remove our shirts 
to see a chest full of headhunting 
tattoos (which we are all assumed 
to have). And of course, not to 
forget, the matter of us having 
tails, which I would keenly answer 
with, "Yes, I do have a tail, but 
mines in front, would you like to 
touch it?" 

Barbaric, cannibalistic, violent 
and sexual. These are elements 
which through the years have 
become assumptions which 
defined what the Igorot male was 
and is. Primitive machismo within 
the tribal realm draws from more 
primal characteristics which have 
served men at a simpler time, 
when true grit and grime defined 
what a man was. At a point in 
time when the entire Western 
hemisphere was enamored with 
cowboys and Indians, the Igorot 
has found its own niche in 
contributing to the development 
of machismo in our little corner of 
the world. This identification with 
savage tropes has transformed 
the Igorot male into what then 
comprised Filipino machismo at a 
point in time when hard working 
dirty calloused hands meant 
more than hairspray and designer 
shoes which do not require socks. 
When tattoos were culturally and 
politically correct rather than the 
quick and painless social status 
stickers they have become. Life 
for the primitive consisted of daily 
decisions that meant life or death, 


a contemplative asceticism which 
those who live at present seem to 
be losing out of touch with. 

OF THE PRIMITIVE, THE 
PRESENT, AND THE FUTURE 

The time of the axe wielding, 
tattooed headhunter has passed; 
he is now but another footnote in 
history who survives in the minds 
of those who relish in the past. At 
present, loincloths have become 
nothing more than woven articles 
of a colorful past, displayed and 
valued for reasons which they 
were not originally intended for. 
Jeans are now the garment of 
choice. With a sturdy pair of work 
boots that protect our once bare 
feet and a leather jacket which 
any Igorot male would proudly say, 
"No matter what weather, as long 
as I'm in leather." Igorot notions 
of being presently in vogue have 
become fashion statements 
which many an action star and 
contrabida have copied time and 
time again. I mean, where in our 
tropical country would you be 
able to pull off wearing a leather 
jacket and cowboy boots anyway? 

Tribal machismo permitted 
men to be men, rather than the 
fashionably aware and emotionally 
expressive sensitive metrosexuals 
that they have become. There 
was once an acceptability and 
tolerability with being filthy and 
grimy if you were a man, because 
you were expected to be. Dark skin 
was more of a mark of hard work 
and decent toil rather than an 
ignominy which has to be treated 
by whitening products promoted 
by half-breed Caucasians on TV. 
Muscle and brawn was a product 
of hard work rather than designer 
amino acids and creatine capsules. 
Leaders of men were the greatest 
of warriors, who were always at 
the frontline rather than those 
who'd rather sit behind desks and 
nurture their own pork bellies. 
The primitive man knew how to 
put food on the table and knew 
how to get through the day with 
as little as possible, unlike his 
modern counterparts who would 
rather complain and rant on social 
networking sites. Though I am not 
suggesting that we revert to our 
more medieval selves, we have a 
lot to learn from our primordial 
past, things that we should never 
forget but instead should serve its 
purpose as guidelines in keeping 
the true essence of what Filipino 


machismo is. 

And so the old cliche continues, 
the only thing that is permanent 
is change and for those of us 
who refuse not to, run the risk 
of being left behind. Throughout 
the years the Igorot, let alone 
other primitive peoples in our 
country, have been subject to 



Barbarism 
equals 
tourism; 
savagery 
equals 
opportunity 


transformations brought by time. 
Some who change would survive 
but, sadly, some still end up 
disappearing. The Igorot male has 
cemented his being in the annals 
of Philippine lore and tradition. 
The iconic image of the Igorot in 
full battle garb with spear and 
shield in hand will always, and 
ever will be, the stuff legends 
are made of. Though we do not 
hunt heads anymore nor engage 
in our more brutal ways, our more 
peaceable traditions persist and 
these we proudly pass on to the 
next generation as a constant 
reminder of who we are and what 
we were. 

Will the tribal male exist in 
the future? Once upon a time 
the Americans took away our 
loincloths and replaced it with 
khaki pants, they made us wear 
white shirts with suspenders and 
macintosh hats, made us speak 
a foreign tongue and forced us 
into civilization by making us 
forget our traditional ways. They 
took away our spears and axes 
and instead made us carry their 
golf clubs and serving trays. But 
these were not enough to make 
us forget who we were. There is a 
certain sense of innateness in our 
primitive past, a pride that stems 
deep within our beating hearts. 
There is a primacy inside us all. It's 
up to you if you want to unleash 
it H 


V 

READER RESPONSE 

The Great Coal... 

J ust weeks ago, I heard 
that there is supposed 
to be a coal-powered 
plant in Palawan. Of 
course the green groups 
will say no. In this issue, I 
will also take the side of 
environment-friendly ones. 

I have been to Malaysia 
and Indonesia wherein I 
witnessed the burning of 
coals that seem too dirty to 
be seen. Taking into credit 
the perspective of business, it 
is obvious that some groups 
would want to push the coal 
power plant industries. It is 
cheaper, they say. Emotional 
it may seem, but who would 
want to see Palawan lose its 
wonders by putting up these 
perilous plants? Renewable 
energy sources may hurt the 
pocket of our government 
but coal will damage life 
itself. I would rather choose 
life. 

Gio John Pecson, 27 


ith the 
looming 
energy 
crisis, the 
government's thrust to invest 
in coal seems like a knee 
jerk solution to the problem. 
The government's about 
face to its Climate Change 
Action Plan is typical, given 
the current administration's 
shortsightedness. Given 
that renewable energy in 
its current state is indeed 
an investment, it is an 
investment worth pursuing in 
the long run. The Philippines 
has several of these facilities 
already, and our Geothermal 
and Hydroelectric power 
plants have proved to 
produce a reasonable 
amount of energy. If the 
government intends to 
solve the Philippines's 
power crisis, it should do 
so with a consideration to 
future generations by going 
green. On a personal note, 
the Philippines could also 
do well by taking another 
look into Nuclear energy 
(Bataan Nuclear Power Plant 
anyone?), as it could well 
outproduce the proposed 
coal plants. 

Ian Tabor a, 31 
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PEOPLE’S CONCEPT OF RETIREMENT IS OFTEN ONE OF IDLE LUXURY. 

FREE FROM THE DAILY GRIND OF AN EIGHT-HOUR WORKDAY AND A 40-HOUR WORK WEEK, RETIREES ARE EXPECTED TO 
TAKE IT SLOW, TO PICK UP A HOBBY OR TRAVEL THE WORLD. WELL, SCREW ALL THAT, SAID JEREMY BAER, THIS ISSUE’S 
MAN OF THE MONTH AND HUSBAND OF PLAYBOY’S RESIDENT SEX EXPERT, DR. MARGARITA HOLMES. 


Baer retired from the banking 
industry and moved to the 
Philippines in 2005 permanently 
after having married Holmes 
three years prior ("I hate London," 
he opined), and embarked on a 
second career as a "co"; co-author, 
co-therapist, co-lecturer. Initially, 
the only help he would offer were 
of the financial variety because of 
his background but would later go 
into giving counsel about love and 
relationships as well. "When you 
live with a forceful woman like my 
wife, you tend to get roped into 
doing a lot of things. Now, that 
we're doing the column, she wants 
me to continue my education, 
maybe get a diploma in counseling, 
to make it official. But I'm doing 
my best to resist that," 
he said, smiling and shaking his 
head in mock exasperation. 

Physically, Baer cuts an 
imposing figure. He stands a head 
taller than the average Filipino 
male and grows a full beard that 
could rival Zack Galifianakis. But 
talk to the man and you'll get 
the physical representation of a 
gentle giant. He is soft-spoken, 
mild-mannered, and polite. Of 
course, it could also just be that 
his accent, special to the ears of 
Filipinos, just gives off vibes of him 
being a posh gentleman because, 
as Holmes once whispered 
conciliatorily, "Sometimes we can 
be bitches." A posh gentleman 
who can be a bitch? Here's your 
proof: To the African-American 
that sought advice on how to 
know if a Filipina loves him for 
him and not for his 10-inch dick, 
Baer said, "When I first read your 
letter, I told my "yellow Filipina" 
that I could not answer it because 
it made me incandescent with 
rage." To the woman who hadn't 
had penetrative sex with her 
boyfriend for eight years and 
hopes to not to for four to five 
years more, he started with, "If I 
understand it correctly your letter 
seems to contain a somewhat 
mixed message but I must also 
confess to being a trifle irritated as 
I read it. Perhaps this is because, 

I am reading it as a man and can 
therefore be considered to be 
taking his side immediately. But 


I am also a rational human and I 
therefore think that if I am taking 
his side, it must be because reason 
is on his side too." 

But the letters they receive 
aren't always about relationships. 
A young lady, for instance, once 
wrote and sought their advice 
because it seemed like she didn't 
like the job she was doing and was 
confused as to whether or not she 
should stay or find a new job. Baer 


the winner of a marathon." Burn. 
Millenials can take lessons from 
Baer on how to throw shade with 
class. 

"I think political correctness 
is over-rated," he quipped, which 
might explain his candor and 
brutal honesty when replying to 
letter senders. But it's also a dig 
at gender sensitivity disciples who 
believe that we have to be extra 
careful in the way we say certain 



replied, "It is unfortunate that you 
are adopting this world-weary 
attitude to work at the tender age 
of just 21. You have scarcely served 
any sort of apprenticeship yet 
seem to expect that you deserve a 
plum job which meets your every 
requirement, pays a decent salary 
and no doubt has lots of benefits. 
You are akin to someone who has 
finished last in a 100-meter race 
and expects to be treated like 


phrases (humankind instead of 
mankind, firefighter instead of 
fireman, police officer instead of 
policeman) to make our message 
more gender neutral. "It might just 
be an American thing," he claimed 
while rolling his eyes in derision. 
See what we mean about throwing 
shade? 

Bitchiness aside, however, the 
Baer-Holmes dynamic is clearly 
making its mark on society for 


being a truly helpful column. 

The pair has been writing advice 
columns together for more than 
a couple of years now and have 
two books published under their 
belt as well, with plans for future 
publications in the pipeline, he 
added. Retired he may be but 
Baer is noticeably delighting in his 
second career as a kind of Agony 
Aunt. "The way we approach our 
column is she [Holmes] handles 
the psychological, professional 
side of things, and I present 
the everyman approach. Some 
problems we discuss between the 
two of us, other times we just go 
ahead and write what we think," 
he said. "But I find it funny that I 
come across as being conservative. 
I've never thought of myself as 
conservative. I always considered 
myself to be liberal. It's certainly 
not the image I'm trying to project 
but oddly, that's how I sound like 
when I reply to these letters," he 
added. 

While they may see 
the problem from different 
perspectives, rarely do they 
disagree on the kind of advice they 
wish to give. A quick stroll through 
their Facebook pages and you 
will see why; they're on the same 
wavelength. Every post referring 
to each other is labeled as being 
"for my beloved". Holmes will post 
a hilarious meme about grammar 
Nazis and tag Baer. On the flip side, 
Baer will post an interesting story 
he read in The New York Times 
about relationships, psychology, 
or science, and tag Holmes (and 
as a testament to the grammar 
Nazi in him, add a comment about 
how the editing could've used a bit 
more work). 

In the foreword for their book 
Imported Love: Filipino-Foreign 
Liaisons, journalist and the 
couple's good friend, Gemma Luz 
Corotan, described him (and the 
pair) as such, "Jeremy Baer... [is 
the] perfect foil to her, quiet where 
Margarita is exuberant, tempered 
where she is impetuous, calm and 
detached where she is fiery and 
spirited, the anchor to her sail 
and the bow to her arrow." Really, 
we couldn't have said it better 
ourselves. 

□ 


PLAYBOY 2014 / JANUARY - FEBRUARY 31 





COVER STORY 



There’s no denying that Playmates are an integral part of what has made PLAYBOY iconic these 
past 60 years. But really, what is a Playmate? What is it all about? What maizes a Playmate 
different from other models? What is with this title, this branding mechanism if you will, that 
sets these wonderfully gorgeous and rousing ladies apart? 


T o see what 
it's really all 
about - to see 
it straight if 
not completely 
understand it at all - we 
should look back at 
PLAYBOY Philippines' 
biggest and most exclusive 
event, the Playmate of the 
Year Philippine Gala. Last 
year, ten equally stunning 
and alluring representatives 
from Croatia, Israel, Latvia, 
Netherlands, Philippines, 
Poland, Romania, Serbia, 
Slovakia, and South Africa 
gathered to compete for 
the illustrious title. And 
since we want to get a 


deeper understanding of 
what being a Playmate is 
all about, who else can 
better talk about it than the 
Playmates of the Year of 
various PLAYBOY editions 
from all over the world? 

"A Playmate is someone 
who is confident about 
being herself. It's about 
being who you are and 
not acting based on the 
expectations of others," 
said the lithe and charming 
Croatian Playmate, 
Anamarija Frlan. Being a 
Playmate does give you 
reasonable freedom to 
express who you are and 
project what you want 


in the things you do, as 
opposed to being a model 
where you are bound to 
follow specific rules and 
instructions. From the 
photo shoots to the parties, 
nothing about being a 
Playmate is contrived nor 
forced. "As a Playmate, you 
get to feel like a celebrity. 
You go to great parties, 
you get to meet different 
people, and you get to 
travel. Personally, I live in 
the moment. As a Playmate, 
I get to do the things I want 
to do," shared the sultry 
and towering Playmate 
from Slovakia, Dominika 
Sekerkova. 


Of course, being a 
Playmate is not all fun 
and games. Aside from 
being ambassadors 
for the sophisticated 
PLAYBOY brand, Playmates 
also take part in the 
company's advocacies. 
"Being a Playmate is a 
dream come true for 
me. It's very flattering. 
However, as it turns out, 
it also comes with lots of 
responsibilities. Through 
the gala, we get to help 
with PLAYBOY Philippines' 
cause," said Rachel Parry- 
Dixon, the lively, fun- 
loving representative of 
PLAYBOY Israel. Apart from 


the donation of medical 
supplies to the Philippine 
General Hospital, PLAYBOY 
Philippines also used the 
proceeds from the PMOY 
Gala event to support the 
GivesBack Foundation. 

For PLAYBOY Philippines' 
Jobie Quinn, being a 
Playmate is also a way 
to promote the finest 
attributes of women. 

"What I bring to the 
table, as a Playmate and 
representative for my 
country, is my goal to 
promote the quality that 
makes Filipino women 
unique - being mayurni," a 
Filipino term which roughly 
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translates to being demure and 
refined. 

Some Playmates saw this 
as an opportunity to promote 
their countries. For instance, the 
exquisite Zane Helda of PLAYBOY 
Latvia said, "I'm very, very happy 
to be here for Latvia because Latvia 
is so small and I know that many 
people don't know much about 
our country." Similarly, the bubbly 
Bozana Vujinovic from PLAYBOY 
Serbia shared, "I'm proud to 
represent Serbia. I believe that we 
have very beautiful women and 
I want to show the world how 
beautiful Serbians are." 

Furthermore, being a Playmate is 
also not the end all-be all for these 
women. Like many of us, they 
have day jobs and responsibilities 
that keep them preoccupied. For 
example, Rellys and Dominika 
are both law students, while 
Zane and Marta are management 
and accounting undergrads. 
Meanwhile, some Playmates 
make a living through art and 
fashion. Anamarija is a freelance 
photographer, while Netherlands' 
Playmate Lotte Albada Jelgersma 
is a latex fashion designer back in 
Holland. 
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There really are no 
hard and fast rules 
to being a Playmate. 
Whether insanely 
perky and hyper like 
the stunning Rellys 
Tonu of PLAYBOY 
Romania, creative 
and confident like 
Netherlands' Lotte 
Albada Jelgersma or 
reticent and demure 
like the svelte Marta 
Zawisza of PLAYBOY 
Poland, Playmates are 
honest about who 
they are and what 
they want. 

Perhaps, however, 
it is only fitting to let 
the 2013 Playmate 
of the Year at the 
Philippine Gala 
and PMOY 2013 of 
South Africa, the 
gorgeous Alexis Fox, 
explain what being 
a Playmate is really 
all about: "For me, 
women need to 
learn to embrace 
their beauty and 
their sexuality in its 
raw form. Women 
are beautiful in their 
own way and we all 
have incredible things 
about us. Being 
able to display and 
be proud of that is 
something that other 
women can observe 
from Playmates. All 
of us have so many 
different traits. 
Playmates come in 
all shapes and sizes. 
We all have different 
interests. We all have 
things that make us 
special." 

There exists a 
unique, primeval 
appeal that can only 
be found in PLAYBOY 
Playmates. Be it 
their exotic charm, 
boundless wit, refined 
beauty, or irresistible 
body, there is always 
something about 
them that makes men 
weak at the knees. 
Whatever that factor 
is, the fact remains: 
For the past 60 years 
(and definitely for 
more years to come), 
Playmates and their 
centerfold spreads 
will always have a 
magnetic appeal that 
makes each and every 
month exciting and 
electrifying. 
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1/^iM Nations 
Foundation Prize 
Gold Medal for 
Humanitarian and 
De velapmeni Reporting 
Haiide Haiti: Hatted and 
Hunget in an Uj tbwteti Land ," 
fmlda Aboric) 


I RQTARYCLUB OF MANILA 
Newspaper of the Year 
I ASEAN CHAMPIONS OF BIODIVERSITY 
»Third Place (Media Category) 

I HOLCIM JOURNALISM AWARDS 
FOR SUSTAINABLE CO NSTRUCTION 
Story of the Year (Anjo Al imario) 


■Special Citation for People and 
Community (ilmelda Abano) 

' Special Citation for Environment 
(Max de Leon) 

:• Finalist (Roderick Abad) 

I ECONOMIC JOURNALISTS 
ASSOCIATION OF THE PHILIPPJNES 


Best Agriculture Reporter (Jennifer Ng) 

:■ Best Feature Story (Lenie Lectura) 

I DEUTSCHE CESELLStHAFTFUR 
INTERNATIONALE ZUSAMMEN ARBEIT 
Best Photo Essay (Nonie Reyes} 

I 555 BAUKATN6 BAYAN EXCELLENCE 
IN JOURNALISM AWARDS 
Best in Print Category (Butch del Castillo) 


l JOSE G. BURGOS JR. AWARDS 
FOR BIOTECH JOURNALISM 

■ first Place, Institutional Category 
^fint Place, News Category 

(Lyn Resurrection) 

• Third Place, News Category 
(Jonathan Mayuga] 

■ Third Plat*, Features Category 
z(Jennifer Ng) 


I BRIGHTLEAF AGRICULTURE AWARDS 
-Agriculture Story of the Year 
(Alberta'Bong* False) 

Best Regional Agriculture 
News Story (Marilou Guiefc) 

Tobacco Photo of the Yea r (Mauiirio Victa) 
l HENRY FORD AWARDS 
Hal of Fame,. Best Motoring Section 
)Best Automotive Feature Story 


■wm • (TetAndolong) 

lfllSlllCSS3(Urr01*« The No, 1 daily business newspaper in the Philippines 
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IT WAS PROBABLY THE STRANGEST STUNT THE CIA EVER ATTEMPTED. 

THE UNITED STATES NEEDED TO WIN THE HEARTS AND MINDS OF 
PRO-SOVIET LEFTISTS IN EUROPE DURING THE COLD WAR. THE AGENCY'S 
WEAPON OF CHOICE? MODERN ART. AND AMAZINGLY, IT WORKED. 



BY JOHN MERONEY 
ILLUSTRATION BY DAVE MURRY 





★★★★★★★★ 


Acoustic Kitty was the CIA's plan to turn 
a cat into a secret agent by surgically 
implanting a microphone in her ear and 
a radio transmitter by her skull. This furry 
spy was sadly "squashed by a taxi" on 
her first mission, as reported in Popular 
Science. 

Braden regarded these schemes as 
"college boy stuff." Speaking of his 
former colleagues, he told author Evan 
Thomas, "They had a lot of screwy ideas." 

I met Tom Braden in 2001. About 
the CIA, he told me, "I left before the 
fall. By 'fall' I mean the Bay of Pigs." 
Braden wondered how men who were 
so intelligent and bright could let the 
"covert plan for Cuba," as he called it, 
happen. In 1961 agency leaders convinced 
President John F. Kennedy to sign off on 
a proposal to invade the tiny country and 
overthrow Castro's communist regime. 
They recruited 1,400 "high-minded, 
young, able, patriotic Cubans," in the 
words of director Allen Dulles, to take 
back their native country. In the dead of 
night, the CIA landed the Cuban exiles on 
beaches at the Bay of Pigs. The mission 
was a disaster. More than a hundred exiles 
were killed by Castro's forces. Afterward, 
Castro had a stronger hold on the country 
than ever before. Braden regarded it as an 
"unrealistic, silly, stupid adventure." 


Oh my God. We've got to do something. 

That was the recurring thought in Tom 
Braden's mind. It haunted him late into the 
nights and galvanized him in the mornings. 

He was living in frightening times. It was the 
early years of the Cold War, and there was a real 
fear the West would lose. Soviet spies had stolen 
our atomic secrets. President Harry Truman 
announced the U.S. expected a Soviet attack— 
at any time. North Korean communists -invaded 
South Korea. A headline in The New York Times 
revealed a Soviet plan to "rule all of Germany" 
and start "a civil war." 

More than most people, Braden was 
consumed by these events. He had a job that 
demanded he do something about them. 

Braden would become a liberal newspaperman 
and launch the CNN political talk show Crossfire, 
which he co-hosted with Patrick Buchanan for 
almost a decade. 

He was best known as the inspiration for 
the sweater-vest-clad father on TV's Eight Is 
Enough. The series was adapted from Braden's 
best-selling 1975 memoir about life as the 
father of eight children, and at one time it had 
more viewers than Monday Night Football and 
Charlie's Angels. 

But before he became any of these things, 
Tom Braden was a spy. 


1. SPY TURNED TV STAR TOM BRADEN WITH HIS 
CROSSFIRE CO-HOST, PAT BUCHANAN, IN 1984. 

2. BRADEN CULTURAL ASSAULT ON EUROPE 
CAUGHT THE EYE OF ESQUIREIH 1985 

3. BRADEN WAS THE FATHER OF 
EIGHTIPICTURED HERE, BEFORE SON NICHOLAS 
WAS BORN). 


There is no shortage of rumors and legends 
about the Central Intelligence Agency. There 
was the MK-Ultra program, an experiment in 
which unsuspecting human subjects were kept 
hopped up on LSD so the agency would know 
how to use the drug on the enemy. There were 
the exploding cigars and a wet suit specially 
lined with bacteria to kill Fidel Castro; chemists 
even readied a thallium-salt delivery device to 
make his beard fall out. Some agency ventures 
were just wacky. The recently declassified 
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BRADEN 
ENVISIONED 
A PROGRAM 
FOCUSED ON 
“THREATS TO 
CREATIVITY.” 


But the Battle for Picasso's Mind—as Braden 
would call his plan—was not the typical 
cloak-and-dagger operation. It was subtle. It 
was ingenious. Braden's covert masterpiece 
invigorated the modern art movement and 
helped turn the tide against Soviet communism 
in a way that traditional clandestine tradecraft 
never could. It was the kind of outside-the-box 
thinking that suited Braden perfectly. 

Unlike other CIA recruits, Braden didn't have 
a pedigree that made a top government job 
a foregone conclusion. He hadn't gone to an 
exclusive prep school. He hadn't graduated 
from high school. He was born in 1917 on 
a bench in a train station in Greene, Iowa. 

"My mother was on her way to Dubuque to 
have me," he said in a 1975 interview. "There 
was a snowstorm, and she didn't make it to 
the hospital." He grew up during the Great 
Depression, and his father told him he could 
look forward to a job in a tie store. "Hearing 
that, I was on the next Greyhound bus for New 
York," he said. There he became a printer's 
devil, working in a print shop and cleaning 
commodes. When his grandmother died and 
left him $1,000, he quit to go to college. He 
found out Dartmouth would consider students 
who didn't have high school diplomas. He 
applied, was accepted and excelled, especially 
at journalism—he was elected editor of The 
Dartmouth, the daily campus newspaper. He 


made perhaps a fateful choice to invite the 
general secretary of the Communist Party USA, 
Earl Browder, to speak so students could hear 
the party line firsthand. This decision got him 
noticed by Nelson Rockefeller, a Dartmouth 
trustee and Republican powerhouse, whose 
family had built the Museum of Modern Art in 
New York City. He asked to meet this young 
provocateur named Tom Braden. Impressed, 
he gave Braden a job working at Rockefeller 
-Center, editing the building's newsletter. As the 
world marched toward war, Braden volunteered 
for the British army. Eventually he was recruited 
by the Office of Strategic Services, America's 
wartime spy agency, and became part of an 
elite corps that parachuted behind Nazi lines 
into Italy. But it was Braden's efforts after the 
war, when he became Dulles's first "bright 
young man" of the CIA, that would make the 
biggest impact. 

In 1948 the United States was losing 
intellectuals and artists to communist ideology, 
especially in Europe. Trying to crawl out from 
under the ashes of World War II, they were 
being swayed by Soviet propaganda promoting 
harmony. In Paris, 30,000 people gathered for 
a "world peace conference," many unaware 
it was a Kremlin-backed rally to undermine 
American opposition to communism. Musicians, 
writers and artists were there to support peace. 
Pablo Picasso was among them. 

Thousands of miles away in Manhattan, two 
of Picasso's works hung on the walls of MoMA: 
Dog and Cock and Girl Before a Mirror. Starting 
in December 1948, Braden saw them almost 
every day for a year and a half—Rockefeller had 
made him secretary of the museum. 

It was there that Braden first envisioned a 
program focused on "threats to creativity." His 
immediate mission was to fight back against 
the forces that were "attacking everything new 
or original." Those elements, he wrote in a 
1948 letter, "seem to have found a particular 
target in modern art." In the Soviet Union, 
modern artists were under attack by the state. 
Picasso was labeled as subversive. (Ironically, he 
was a communist.) Wassily Kandinsky, whose 
Several Circles painting was pathbreaking, fled 
as the Soviet regime was coming into power. 
Painting modern art was considered a vice—the 
regime saw such work as reflective of "Western 
decadence" and "petit bourgeois democracy." 
Artists whose work failed to reflect socialist 
realism—a style that glorified the Red Army, 
Stalin, Lenin and the proletariat worker— 
were prevented from working in their chosen 
profession, and many were "liquidated." Braden 
found this abhorrent. He wanted people to 
understand the connection between creativity 
and its "peculiar relationship to democratic 
government and to private enterprise." This was 
Braden's blueprint for what he would carry out 
at the CIA. 

Braden was shocked when he received 
a call from William J. Donovan, founder of 
the Office of Strategic Services. To veterans 
such as Braden, Donovan was a living legend. 

He admired Donovan's approach to battle: 

It was "like pouring molasses from a barrel 
onto the floor. It will ooze in every direction, 
but eventually he'll make it into some sort of 
pattern," Braden wrote. In time, that pattern 
coalesced into resistance and intelligence. 

Donovan wanted Braden to run his newly 

Continue to page 114 
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INTERNATIONAL WOMAN 



Photography By Sasha Eisenman / Words By Robert Soriano 


"I confess: I'm an unconventional 
girl who loves to party and get 
naked," said Gemma Lee Farrell, 
PLAYBOY US' Miss November 2013. 
That said, she seems very much like 
our kind of girl. Free-spirited and 
always on the lookout for a good 
time, this New Zealand-born Los 
Angeles model has had our attention 
for quite some time now. 

A lingerie model and a staple at 
big supercross, motocross, and 


skateboard events, this brunette 
babe has made quite a reputation 
as a "good-time party girl" as she 
herself puts it. Despite that, she also 
has a mellow, bohemian side she 
claims to have inherited from her 
parents. 

Perhaps, it is only right to shoot 
Gemma's Playmate pictorial in 
California's Topanga Canyon. With 
amazingly wild views of the Pacific, 
the place definitely complements 


her wild, free-spirited nature. Of 
course, this amazing view is nothing 
compared to Gemma's stunning 
looks. 

The words she left us with are ones 
we should always keep in mind for 
the start of this year: "Be grateful 
for life's blessings. Be good to your 
loved ones. And remember to have 
loads of great sex." That's certainly 
one sentiment we can raise our 
glasses to. □ 
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“All I remember about last night was blowing on a noisemaker at midnight. 
At least I think it was a noisemaker.” 









Savages IX (2013) Collage , 


Erotic Views, Colonizing Scenes, 
and Orientalizing Ideals 






By 16 M. Jularbal 




198104.13 LS 




It was then I learned from Ulufa the different standards of virtue of the 
Bontoc Igorot girls. A girl may mate with a number of different men 
in the Olag and it is considered proper and virtuous, for as soon as she 
becomes pregnant she will become the permanent wife of the young man 
responsible for her condition. - Samuel E. Kane (1931) 


A s early as when the first wave 
of colonizers set foot on the 
northern Philippine Highlands, 
the Olag (o -lag, U-lag, Olog, 
LJIog), also referred to as 
the "house of trial marriage," has been a 
focal point of the colonizing rhetoric of 
"outsiders." A structure more or less twenty feet 
long and almost six feet wide, covered with a 
roof made up of thatched grass with stone walls 
put in place with mud and clay, the Olag stands 
nearest the part of the pueblo considered to be 
most accessible. With just a narrow door for an 
opening, the inside of the structure reveals a low 
ceiling blackened by smoke from a hearth not 
permitted to die out. Its floors are loose wide 
boards set side-by-side, functioning doubly as 
beds for its occupants. 

The girls were lying down on their board - 
beds when I peeked in. They had taken off 
their loincloths and were using them as 
blankets. Each girl was lying on a separate 
board. As the boards were close together 
I could notfigure out how a man , Igorot 
otherwise, could squeeze in between them 
unless he dispossessed one of the girlsfrom 
her board bed. - (Kane 1931, p55'56.) 

The image of naked females all cooped up 
in a small dark room naked with skirts used as 
blankets tells a lot about colonial perceptions, 
as images such as these remain what is most 
isolated in configuring indigenous stereotypes. 

It had to begin with an eroticizing apprehension 
of the colonized. As the colonizer seeks to affirm 
itself as superior, it inadvertently manifests all its 
desires (and might I say even their darkest and 
most carnal fantasies) on the bodies of the other. 

Early colonial travelers heavily wrote on paper 
that the Indio was barbaric, immoral, savage, and 
overtly erotic. But these are mere assumptions 
made as they gawked at the naked sun-kissed 
bodies of our native people. Early Spanish priests 
would write about the horrors of native savagery, 
on how savage men would behead their enemies 
and eat their bloody flesh. Whereas they would 
write about how promiscuous the native woman 
was, as their exposed breasts were enough to 
make assumptions that they had insatiable sexual 
appetites. The native man became an object of 
terror whereas the native woman became an 
object simply appropriated for what their bodies 
could offer. Indeed as far as the native woman 
was concerned, the East became the harem of 
the West and this trope was made even worse 
with the Olag. 

The Olag, under a native view, is simply a 
structure where single young women of the 
village would reside. Think of it as the simplistic 
beginnings of a women's dorm. Igorot children, 
especially those from the Bontoc territories, do 


not reside with their parents as early as the age 
of five. At an early age, they simply go to their 
parent's homes to eat and not to sleep. 

The young boys and girls were given separate 
accommodations in the village where they would 
stay in groups; the purpose of doing such was to 
create a sense of independence at a young age. 

It was indeed one for all and not all for one. As 
for the outsider, the Olag remains to be a symbol 
of savage promiscuity, developed at an early age. 
Western eyes would rather concentrate on the 
taboo aspect rather than on the more civilized 
ones. But, setting the sexual aspect aside, the 
Olag is where young girls learn how to be 
functional female members of the community. 

It is where they learn basic trades among other 
skills required of the native woman. Sex in this 
instance is required as reproduction is what 
dictates the survival of the village. 

Yes, young men visit the Olag but do not 
simply go there to mate. Permission through 
invitation is required by the women in order for a 
young man to enter. Mutuality must be achieved 
prior to sexual congress. A relationship has to be 
formed, though in some instances young men 
are allowed to see other women in the Olag 
while in the process of courting another, the 
woman remains faithful to her temporary lover. If 
the woman becomes pregnant, then a wedding 
is probable. 

As Western notions of civilization, religion, 
and norms eventually crept up in every nook 
and cranny of native life, the indigenous all of a 
sudden saw themselves as being further pushed 
into a position of negative existence, the exact 
opposite of what is civilized. 

Everything indigenous was now understood 
to be destructive to civilization. Free native feet 
were now forced into constricting shoes. Men 
were now required to give-up their loincloths in 
exchange for khaki pants and wool coats. The 
women were now required to wear blouses to 
cover their attached and assumed indecencies. 
Tribal war was now banned as their axes and 

A common sight on a rest day in the 
pueblo is that of a young man and 
woman, each with an arm around the 
other, loitering about under the same 
blanket, talking and laughing, one often 
almost supporting the other. There seems 
at all times to be the greatest freedom and 
friendliness among the young people. I 
have seen both a young man carrying a 
young woman lying horizontally along 
his shoulders, and a young woman 
carrying a young man astride her back. 
However, practically all courtship is 
carried on in the o-lag. - Albert fenks 
(1905) 



Bontoc Olag, Photo by Charles Martin (from Jenks, Albert. 
The Bontoc Igorot. 1905) 


spears were taken away from them and placed in 
museums and curio shops. 

The Olag was immediately dismantled when 
the American missionaries started to penetrate 
the mountain regions (to the chagrin of some 
American Soldiers). Parents were now required 
to house their children. But this could not be 
easily achieved overnight, so more modern 
dormitories were put up. But old habits are hard 
to break, as young boys would find themselves 
breaking in the dorms, climbing through the 
windows with the help, of course, of its female 
tenants. American nuns would report seeing a 
dozen young men breaking in only to be chased 
away with brooms, saintly names, and clutched 
rosaries. The boys would escape where they 
entered, giggling. The following day, angry 
priests would call out Igorot parents demanding 
them to discipline their children, telling them 
about what is and should be the difference 
between right and wrong. They would then 
demand them to bring out the young boys who 
went in the women's dorm and require of the 
parents to give them lashings for everyone to 
see. The native elders would retort that they 
could not physically hurt their children nor punish 
them because they would believe that the young 
ones did not do anything wrong in the first place 
and besides, culturally speaking, Igorots never 
lay their hands on their children. But at the end 
of the day, the priests and nuns would get their 
own concept of justice. 

The colonial machinery functions by making 
the subject race seem to require being ruled 
over. It starts by making them believe that they 
are pathetic, that they are uncivilized, and that 
the entire structure of their being and existence 
is under the threat of chaos and anarchy. It then 
continues by making the subject race believe 
that the colonizing other has the solution to 
what ails the native who now thinks and is 
convinced that there is indeed something wrong 
with who they are and what they were. Now 
the colonizing process progresses as the native 
becomes transformed into little brown copies of 
white superiors, with a Tennessee twang and an 
American education to boot. 

The Olag belongs to a more antiquated time 
where society had a clearly defined structure 
on what its citizens are supposed to do and 
how they were supposed to do it without being 
hypocrites about it. Though physically, the Olag 
does not exist anymore its ideals and its social 
principles persist whetheryou like it or not. The 
Olag is human nature. Ej 


PLAYBOY 2014 / J AN U ARY-F E B R U ARY 











e have to 
warn you: 
Things 


are about 


to get a little messy 
and sticky from here 
on out. We assure you, 
however, that this will 
end deliciously and will 
satisfy your sweet tooth. 

Channeling her inner Betty 
Page, Regina Castillo starts the 
year off by giving you gents 
an ample dose of sugar rush. 
Inspired by iconic pin-up girls, 
Miss January's photo shoot 
played up her saccharine 
personality, knock-out body 
and delicious props. 

"The shoot really suited my 
personality. Sabi ng iba, mukha 
daw akong mataray pero I'm 
a really sweet person once 
people get to know me. I can 
be a real giver to the people I 
love," she teased. 

Soaring to a height of 5-foot 
6-inches and armed with 
aristocratic features, she can 
indeed be quite intimidating. 
Despite that, you can't deny 
that Regina is one serious eye 
candy. She puts her vanilla 
smooth skin and miles long 
legs to work in grabbing your 
attention. 

When asked what part of 
her body she is most proud of, 
she simply answered - with 
an air of confidence, "Well, 
my boobs are natural. Pero 
if there's something I take 
pride on, I think it's my skin. 
Instead of kung ano anong skin 
regimen, mas diet tsaka proper 
hydration yung reason behind 
it. Also, I almost exclusively 
wear thongs or sometimes 
even no underwear at all para 
pantayyung skin ko." 

With her licorice lips and 
candied hips, this charmer 
had been making rounds in 
fashion ramps for quite some 
time now. Aside from that, 
she had also played a few 
minor roles on local TV. A 
natural go-getter, she did and 
is still doing those things and 
more. "Parang never akong 
natigil sa pagmomodel. Since 
[I was] 17, model na ako. 

After graduating college, 
nagtrabaho ako temporarily 
sa food industry, since HRM 
graduate ako, pero bumalik din 
ako sa modeling. I have always 
felt that I was made for this. 
Mas gugustuhin kong maging 
model kesa maging full-time na 
artista," Regina explained. 































































LIKE HARD CANDY. 
MISS JANUARY 
REGINA CASTILLO. 
MAY APPEAR 
CRYSTALLINE- 
TOUGH OUTSIDE. 
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Being the demure and 
refined woman that she is, 
what turns her on then? 

"I like being kissed at the 
back of my neck. As I've 
said before, I am a giver. 
Mas na-futurn on ako if 
I do the work. Romantic 
kasi akong tao. Kay a when 
doing the deed, sobrang 
intimate ko at focused 
sa ginagawa ko," she 
declared. 

Like hard candy, Miss 
January, Regina Castillo 
may appear crystalline- 
tough outside. However, 
she has a sweet center 
at her core, oozing with 
all the sensuality and 
confidence that makes her 
a unique presence that is 
sure to sweeten up the 
start of your 2014. Q 


A 






PARI# 



Yo 


our generation is too reliant on technology," a grandfather declared to 
his grandson, who was playing with an iPad. 

"Oh yeah?" the grandson said. "Which one of us needs a pacemaker 
to live?" 


W 


hat should you do if your girlfriend suddenly starts smoking? 

Slow down and use lube. 

Dad, I just had sex for the first time!" a son said after running into his 
father's study. 

"Good for you, son," the father replied. "Now sit down and tell me all 
about it." 

The son replied, "I can't sit down." 


an asked his buddy, who had a big 



Tor when this busty lady got in," his friend said. "I 
was staring at her boobs when she said, 'Would you please press one.' So 
I did." 


I think I squandered my youth having children so young," one woman 
said to her friend. "I want my children to be able to travel the world 
before they start a family." 

"I want my children to have all the things I couldn't afford," said the 
second, "and then give them to me." 

/\ woman went to her doctor to ask about green spots on the inside of 
her thighs. The doctor examined them and then asked, "Is your boyfriend 
a rocker?" 

"Yes," the woman said, amazed, "Why?" 

The doctor replied, "Well, tell him his earrings are not real gold." 

/\ brunette was doing laundry and asked her blonde friend to help her 
find a match for her sock. 

"Why?" the blonde asked. "Are you going to set it on fire?" 



H ow is sex like a savings account? 

With both, one loses interest after withdrawal. 

/\ woman told her gynecologist, "I keep finding postage stamps from 
Costa Rica in my vagina!" 

The amused doctor replied, "Those aren't postage stamps; they're the 
stickers that come on bananas." 

What do you call a 16-year-old boy who doesn't masturbate? 

A liar. 

/\ woman boarded a bus carrying her newborn. The bus driver said to 
her, "That's the ugliest baby I've ever seen!" 

The woman trudged to the rear of the bus, sat down fuming and said 
to a man next to her, "That driver just insulted me!" 

"You go right up there and tell him off," the man said. "Go ahead, I'll 
hold your monkey for you." 

When girls go wrong, boys go right after them. 

/\ man visited his doctor and was told he not only had a terminal illness 
but had only 12 hours left to live. He returned home and told his shocked 
wife. Later, as they were lying in bed, he asked if they could make love 
one last time. They did, but the man woke up at 3:30A.M. and asked if 
they could go at it again. His wife, tired and irritable, responded, "Well, 
that's easy for you to ask; you don't have to get up in the morning." 

Despite the old saying "Don't take your troubles to bed," many men 
continue to sleep with their wives. 

Why can't women play football? 

Eleven of them would never wear the same outfit in public. 

She offered her honor; he honored her offer—and all night it was honor 
and offer. 

What does a Spaniard get when he slides down a hill? 

Gracias. 
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T he artist Ai Weiwei (pronounced "eye way way"—Ai is his 
surname) is the Chinese government's worst nightmare: 
an internationally revered art star who uses his work and 
celebrity to advocate for democracy and free speech in 
a nation with neither. The government has employed a 
draconian campaign to silence him. Ai is under constant 
surveillance. He has been threatened, placed under house 
arrest and physically attacked by a police officer. Ai's incendiary blog, 
read by thousands of Chinese citizens, disappeared one day. And so 
did he: In 2011, state police grabbed him at the airport, threw a black 
bag over his head and drove him to an undisclosed location, where he 
languished for 81 days in a tiny prison cell. Despite these attacks, Ai has 
continued his virulent criticism of the -Chinese Communist leadership, 
which he deems repressive, immoral and illegitimate. 

Ai's dissidence is particularly discomfiting to the Chinese 
government as it attempts to retain its stranglehold on its citizens while 
also cementing its position as a global economic powerhouse. Ai's 
domestic and international influence is growing. Using art, technology 
and civil disobedience in his anti-government campaign, he continues 
to embarrass the regime—and threaten it. Most observers agree that 
if it weren't for his international celebrity, Ai would still be imprisoned, 
like Nobel Peace Prize -winner Liu Xiaobo, who is serving an 11-year 
sentence, or he'd be exiled, like blind dissident Chen Guangcheng. 

The last time Ai was imprisoned there were worldwide protests; world 
leaders including Hillary Clinton called for his release. 

Ai's political activism and art are informed by his tumultuous 
childhood. His father, Ai Qing, one of China's most revered poets, 
studied in Paris before returning to China in 1932, when he was 
arrested by Chiang Kai-shek's Nationalist Party. With the Communist 
takeover, the elder Ai was for a time in favor of Chairman Mao Tse- 
tung's regime. Then he wrote a poem that extolled the virtues of a 
culture that celebrated rather than repressed multiple voices. For this he 
was exiled to a "re-education" camp, where he was humiliated, beaten 
and forced to clean toilets for nearly two decades. Ai Weiwei spent his 
early years in the camp. 

After the Cultural Revolution, Ai attended the Beijing Film Academy. 
In 1981 he left for the United States, where he studied English, 
worked odd jobs and made art. He returned to China after 12 years 
and worked as an architect, artist and antiques dealer. He gained 
international attention for his collaboration with the architecture firm 
Herzog & de Meuron on the design of Beijing's National Stadium, 
nicknamed the Bird's Nest, built for the 2008 Olympics. His reputation 
in the fine-art world grew too. His controversial pieces include a 
series of photographs in which he uses the international hand gesture 
for "fuck you" to send a not very subtle message to the Chinese 
government. He smashed Neolithic pottery, created a giant sculpture 
out of Qing dynasty stools, built a breathtaking art installation in 
Munich out of 9,000 children's backpacks to commemorate the 
thousands of students killed when their schools collapsed in the 2008 
Sichuan earthquake (he blames the high death toll on the Chinese 
government for allowing the schools' shoddy construction) and spread 
a sea of 100 million porcelain sunflower seeds across a gallery in the 
Tate Modern in London. 

After being released from prison in June 2011, Ai was placed 
under house arrest. By 2012, he was no longer confined to his Beijing 
compound, but the government held his passport, preventing him from 
leaving the country. He was unable to attend the opening of a major 
survey of his work at the Hirshhorn Museum in Washington, D.C. 

Since Ai couldn't leave China, PLAYBOY sent Contributing 
Editor David Sheff to meet him there. Sheff, who has interviewed 
Representative Barney Frank, journalist Fareed Zakaria and Apple's 
Steve Jobs for us, reports, "Over the course of the days we spent 
together, I accompanied Ai on his daily walks through a Beijing park. 

He said he walks so he'll be in better physical shape if he's arrested 
again. Following these walks, each afternoon he visits his young son, 
who was born in 2009 to a girlfriend; Ai has been married to artist Lu 
Qing for 17 years. Though he lives with the constant threat of arrest, 
each evening after his time with his son, Ai takes his place in front of a 
computer and spends six or more hours writing illegal Twitter messages 
to 200,000 followers. Helped by a coterie of hackers, he manages to 
circumvent the government's 'Great Firewall' to send out missives about 
what he considers his government's latest sins." 


PLAYBOY 2014 / JANUARY - FEBRUARY 6Y 



PLAYBOY: Other renowned Chinese dissidents 
have been either imprisoned or exiled. Why are 
you allowed to remain free? 

Al: I don't know if I am free. There's a threat 
always that any minute I could be arrested. Why 
they don't arrest me now, I don't know. I don't 
know why they arrested me the last time. I don't 
know why they let me go after three months. 
They said I would be in for 10 years. 

PLAYBOY: Do you know why they're holding 
your passport? 

Al: There has been no explanation. I don't know 
why, because if they don't want me to leave the 
country, they could stop me at the airport. The 
government doesn't explain. They don't have to 
explain. The Communists who run China picture 
themselves as above the rest of society—as 
the best men, a superman society. They believe 
they are made of special materials. That is their 
own words. They're elite. They tell you only 
what they want to tell you. So of course you 
will never get any clear answer about any event 
that happened in the past 60 years. My father, 
when he was sent away, never knew who made 
the decision, how the decision was made or 
why. Three hundred thousand intellectuals were 
crushed by a single political moment with the 
Cultural Revolution. None of them got a clear 
answer about why. Now it's decades later, and 
what surprises me most is that after being in 
power all this time, this government should have 
built a better society, one that's more open. They 
should trust the people. They should explain 
and discuss and negotiate. All those things are 
completely lacking in this society. 

PLAYBOY: Do you assume you were freed and 
for the moment remain free because of pressure 
from the international community? 

Al: Maybe if the government could get away 
with it, without anyone knowing, you would not 
see me again. 

PLAYBOY: Is it gratifying to know that Hillary 
Clinton and other world leaders called for your 
release from prison? 

Al: It's very surprising. Yes, it was very good. But 
there are so many people arrested. And worse 


than arrested. Why does no one speak about 
them? Just yesterday the number reached 92 
Tibetans who have burned themselves to death 
because of the Chinese oppression of -Tibet. 
Most were Buddhist monks. I don't see much 
international outcry for them. It's a hopeless cry 
for them, and no one listens. 

PLAYBOY: Then perhaps your celebrity saves 
you, the support from political leaders and 
other prominent people from the West. Last 
November, Elton John shocked a Beijing 
audience by dedicating a concert to you. Did 
that surprise you? 

Al: I was so happy but also shocked. Such a 
pure man. That's not done; people don't say my 
name out loud in public like that. The audience 
would never think somebody would have that 
kind of free, clear expression in a situation like 
that. It will always remain in my mind. 

PLAYBOY: Do any prominent Chinese in China 
stand up for you and other dissidents? 

Al: No. It's too dangerous. But there are some 
in the young generation of artists who do. Of 
course they have all been taken to the police 
station. 

PLAYBOY: While you were in prison, were you 
aware of the protests and calls for your release? 
Al: I had no idea. I was just a little piece 
dropped into a dark corner, into a hole. 
PLAYBOY: You didn't know if anyone was 
worrying about you? 

Al: No, but of course you know your family is. 
PLAYBOY: Why is one man—an artist—such a 
threat to the government of a nation with 1.3 
billion people and the second-largest economy 
in the world? 

Al: Even to question the government can have 
a strong impact on its control. All my father 
asked for was to have a variety of expressions in 
literature and art. Rather than just one type of 
flower, he said there should be a whole garden. 
It's so pitiful, because every flower deserves 
its own identity and has its own beauty. That 
simple idea is seen as a threat to the Communist 
leadership, which is a military-police type of 
leadership. They want to take away any variety 


of expression. 

PLAYBOY: How does free speech threaten 
them? They're firmly in control. 

Al: If people question—if people don't accept 
what they tell us—maybe the leaders will have 
to go. It's like during the research we did after 
the earthquake to find out who was missing. 

We simply wanted to know the names of the 
victims. We asked the government for their 
names, ages and which school they went to. We 
made 200 phone calls to government officials. 
They wouldn't release any information. I built up 
my anger and frustration. One by one we found 
the students' names, all the information related 
to them. We interviewed hundreds of parents. It 
was a very painful research study. 

PLAYBOY: Why would that threaten the 
government? Why would officials not want the 
names released? 

Al: Maybe they worried that if people knew, 
they'd question the bad construction of the 
structures, the schools and buildings that 
collapsed. That can have some political impact. 
Next the people ask, "Who's responsible?" 
PLAYBOY: Your efforts to learn who died in the 
earthquake resulted in a list of the names of 
5,000 students. 

Al: Fifty-two hundred. 

PLAYBOY: You then made an international 
statement about the earthquake by creating a 
facade on a Munich museum comprising 9,000 
children's backpacks. What were you trying to 
communicate? 

Al: The backpacks spelled out the words of 
a mother whose daughter was one of the 
students killed. The mother said, "She lived 
happily for seven years in this world." People 
should not forget this, and the government 
does not want it to be remembered. 

PLAYBOY: Where were you when you heard 
about the earthquake? 

Al: In Beijing, and even in Beijing we could feel 
it a little bit. 

PLAYBOY: What was your reaction when you 
heard of the magnitude? 

Al: I was stunned. Speechless. Back in 2005 
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some people had created a blog for me. I 
realized it was a great opportunity to try to write 
something. I have always admired people who 
write. My father was a writer. He wrote very 
clearly what was in his mind. I think writing is a 
beautiful skill. I needed to learn, because I never 
had a chance when I grew up in the Cultural 
Revolution, when the whole education system 
failed. So I felt frustrated, and here was this 
beautiful tool to write and communicate. 

At the beginning I was just putting photos of my 
artwork on the blog and writing a little. Then I 
realized I could talk about the social conditions. 
Each morning I read the newspaper, and there 
would always be quite a few points to talk 
about. I'm a person who has many opinions 
on everything. People always tell me, "Oh, 
you just want to argue." Yes, I want to argue, 
because everything should be argued. Because 
nobody else in China argues, my arguments 
become relevant. Suddenly my blog became very 
popular, because nobody was so openly talking 
about those things. I wrote every day, day and 
night, but when the earthquake came I was 
speechless and couldn't write a word for seven 
days. It was such a big tragedy. I could not write 
anything. 

PLAYBOY: Why did you begin collecting the 
names of earthquake victims? 

Al: Since they didn't release the names, I 
must. Every day I put our new findings of 
names that we collected on the blog. It could 
be one, it could be 20. So many people were 
reading it. They all had the same questions: 

Why is this artist doing this by himself? Why 
isn't the government doing this? What kind of 
government do we have? That really shook the 
foundation of this government, because they 
knew nobody would trust them. 

PLAYBOY: Did the government ask you to stop 
posting the names? 

Al: Day after day I did this until one day almost 
a year later, 2009, a very high-up official called 
and said, "Weiwei, can you stop?" I said, "Well, 
it's a little too late. I have to find the last person's 
name, and that is the only way I can stop." I 
said, "But there is one way for me to stop, and 
that is if you start to announce those names. 
Why can't you do it? I mean, once you do it, 
then I don't have to do it. It's not my job. It's not 
a particularly happy moment when I do that." 
But of course they would not do it. 

PLAYBOY: The earthquake occurred the same 
year as the Beijing Olympics. Why did you 
object to the Olympics, one of China's proudest 
moments, especially after your prominent role as 
co-designer of the Bird's Nest stadium, the focal 
point of the Games? 

Al: In 2007, one year before the opening, they 
began a so-called countdown to the Olympics. I 
saw this celebration on a friend's television. The 
whole show brought up memories of growing 
up under the Communists. They were trying to 
glamorize the Communist Party. Also, they were 
already tightening security in Beijing for the 
Olympics. It was becoming like a police state. 
They sent all the vagrants out of the city. They 
took away the visas from all the students who 
worked in the city. You could see so clearly that 
all they wanted was to throw a glamorous party 
for the benefit of the foreign media and for 
the world to see the power of the Communist 
Party. They were trying to tell the world, "We 
are the same as you." But actually they were 
saying, "We have more. We can do something 


you can never do. You could never do this grand 
Olympics." It made me disgusted. A journalist 
called and asked if I watched it. I said yes, and 
he asked, "How do you feel about it?" I said, 
"I'm disgusted," and he asked, "Will you be 
part of a celebration?" I said no. They published 
the next day that the Olympic stadium designer 
was boycotting the games. 

PLAYBOY: Weren't you proud of the Bird's Nest, 
which received worldwide acclaim? 

Al: I' m proud of the architecture. I love it, but 
I hated the way it was going to be used. I hate 
the way it was used. 

PLAYBOY: When you openly criticized the 
Olympics, were you chastised or asked to get 
with the program? 

Al: No. The government people will never tell 
you directly, never show their feelings. It's like 
a whole table of poker players. They hate you 
to death, but it's like, "We'll get you later," 
because they know they will get you later. 
PLAYBOY: You once said that your generation 
has to do better than your father's generation in 
its efforts to change China, because his "didn't 
do a good job." What did you mean? 

Al: They sacrificed so much but did not achieve 
anything. 

PLAYBOY: What has changed between then 
and now that makes you think you can do 
better? 

Al: It's a different time. China was very isolated. 
Now China is trying to be -global, so there's an 
opening and a chance to use a higher standard. 
And there's the internet. 

PLAYBOY: How significant is the internet? 

Al: Without the internet, no person could say 
anything and be heard. Now everyone can know 
about the earthquake. Everyone can know 
about a person they put in prison. No, it's not 
that everyone can know, actually, because the 
government controls the internet very well. 

But some people can know. It's a small group, 
because they must know how to get around the 
firewall. 

PLAYBOY: How dangerous is it to defy the 
government's regulations and use the internet 
for political discourse or to organize political 
-campaigns? 

Al: Very dangerous. Most people on the 
internet use fake names. They don't reveal 
their identities. But of course if they want, the 
government can find out very easily who they 
are. 

PLAYBOY: Your blog was shut down, but now 
you're on Twitter. How do you manage to use 
Twitter, which is blocked in China behind the 
Great Firewall? 

Al: After they shut off my blog, a guy said, "I 
can set you up on Twitter." He said, "You have 
to use special equipment." 

PLAYBOY: A proxy server? 

Al: Yeah. 

PLAYBOY: How does Twitter serve your 
purposes? 

Al: Twitter is better than a blog. It's faster. It's 
interesting because of the fast communication— 
the immediate person-to-person response. Also, 
everybody is watching. It becomes like a school, 
like Buddhist teaching or Zen teaching. There is 
a sharing of ideas. You know people. The people 
know me as well as anybody in my family. 
PLAYBOY: Do you ever feel frustrated by the 
Twitter limit of 140 characters? 

Al: In Chinese, 140 characters is not like 140 
characters in English. In Chinese, you can 


write the whole history of one dynasty in 140 
characters. It's so meaningful for us. It's very 
poetic, because one line can jump from one 
subject to another and sometimes it's five 
subjects mixed together. It is so effective. I 
have 200,000 followers. If everyone in China 
could get on Twitter, I would have a minimum 
of 2 million. Today those who follow me are all 
technical people or people who are dedicated to 
the political. 

PLAYBOY: They took down your blog. Why 
haven't they stopped you from using Twitter? 
Even though you have techies helping you 
and you use a proxy server, it would seem the 
government, with a reported 50,000 internet 
police, could intercept your tweets. 

Al: They always try to stop it. They cannot do it. 
It is very difficult. They can shut off one kind of 
connector, but we build another one. 

PLAYBOY: Was there any warning before your 
blog disappeared? 

Al: In 2009, before June 4, an official asked me, 
"Can you promise not to write anything?" The 
government always gets nervous on this date. 
PLAYBOY: That's the anniversary of the 1989 
crackdown in Tiananmen Square. Sources say 
200 to 2,600 people were killed, while the 
Chinese government claims there were no 
student fatalities. 

Al: Yes. This man was such a high official. I 
answered, "I never planned to write anything. 

It doesn't affect me so much. I have so many 
everyday happenings to deal with that normally I 
don't write about history." But then I said, "But 
if you ask me not to write about it, I cannot 
say yes. I may write something because you ask 
me not to." The next day my blog was shut 
off. Police also came to my mom's home. My 
mom called me. I was in the American Embassy 
because [Representative] Nancy Pelosi was in 
China. She had changed her tone, because she 
used to be a human-rights defender. Now she 
talks about how beautiful China is. I was quite 
disappointed with her, and I just left. I answered 
the phone and my mom said, "Weiwei, there 
are a few police here asking for your address." I 
said, "Just wait. I'm coming over." 

I was full of energy and ready to have some 
kind of fight, because Pelosi had just said how 
beautiful this nation has become, and I was 
so mad. At my mom's house, this guy is very 
arrogant. He's undercover. He said, "I just want 
to know where you live." I said, "First, show 
me your badge. Who are you?" That got him, 
because he didn't have a badge; he forgot to 
bring it. I said, "Then just leave. Get out of 
here. Bring your identification." He said, "You 
have no right to ask me for my identification." 
Nobody ever does that to them. Once they 
say, "Police," everybody is so scared they do 
whatever the police say. He wouldn't leave. I 
said, "Okay, wait." I dialed 911.1 said, "There's 
somebody intruding into my home, and I think 
it's a robbery or something." Two police came. 
They walked in and saw this guy was their 
boss. It's embarrassing for them. This new guy 
said, "Okay, we have to go to the station." I 
said, "Show me your badge." He said, "I don't 
have it." I asked, "How do I know you are 
police?" They said, "We have uniforms." I said, 
"Anybody can have a uniform." They said, "We 
have police cars parked outside." I said, "Who 
knows if you stole this car?" They went away 
and came back with badges, and I went to the 
Continue to page 122 
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Ditch the bucket list of things you want to do 
before you die. Our guide to 19 achievable 
aspirations will make you feel gloriously alive. 
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Drive a Ferrari 
Like an Italian 


Spending six figures on a Ferrari is a distant dream for most guys; the 
reality of a 400-horsepower beauty idling in rush-hour traffic is a distinct 
bummer. To affordably and unforgettably experience the automotive 
quintessence of la dolce vita, spend your next vacation in northern Italy, 
where at Push Start Maranello you can drive a Ferrari the way it was 
meant to be driven. For $450, you get a Ferrari F430 Spider and 60 
minutes of drive time in the Italian countryside, pushstart.it 



Train to Be an Astronaut 

Book a $5,000 flight on Zero Gravity Corporation's modified Boeing 727 to 
experience the closest thing to weightlessness without a rocket. This is the 
same company NASA uses to train spaceflight crews, so you know it's the real 
deal, gozerog.com 



DEEJAY A 
VEGAS 
NIGHTCLUB 


Here's one story you won't want to stay 
in Vegas: You deejayed TAO nightclub at 
the Venetian, the same venue that globe¬ 
trotting artists Steve Aoki and DJ Vice have 
played. It's a brag-worthy experience you 
can claim as your own—no experience 
necessary. For $25,000 (plus a private- 
event rental fee), a resident DJ will give 
you a lesson in how to work the decks 
and build a perfect set list. When you take 
the stage, your set will be accompanied 
by a synchronized audiovisual production 
complete with lights and lasers. 
taolasvegas.com 




3. ^MaJle 



You don't need to be Thomas Jefferson 
or Francis Ford Coppola to realize the 
gentlemanly dream of producing your 
own wine. For as little as $5,000 you can 
oversee the making and bottling of a 
barrel of wine (that's 300 bottles) through 
the Sonoma-based Wine Foundry. 
Consult with staff winemakers and 
designers on everything from selecting a 
vineyard and a varietal to creating a label 
and marketing your creation. With the 
trained pros at your back, the hardest 
part will be coming up with a name for 
your wine. 
thewinefoundry.com 



Adopt a Kobe Cow 

The big-shot move of ordering a Kobe beef T-bone at a steakhouse is nothing compared with owning 
the whole damned cow. True Grass Farms in northern California raises organic grass-fed wagyu cattle 
and will sell you all 350 pounds of the finely marbled beef broken down into steaks, roasts and humble 
cuts for $3,800. If you don't have a walk-in meat locker or enough friends to divvy up the spoils, opt 
for the more apartment-dweller-friendly 22-pound "urban share" for $315. truegrassfarms.com 





























The idea of having your own resident 
butler is a fine -daydream, until 
you factor in the reality of sharing 
your bachelor pad with someone 
other than a beautiful girl. A host 
of new apps and websites put an 
army of private staffers at your 
disposal without all the Downton 
Abbey drama. Popular requests 
include booking travel, assembling 
furniture and shopping for groceries, 
but there's nothing to stop you 
from asking someone to buy gin, 
vermouth and ice and then stir up a 
batch of martinis on a Friday night. 


TASKRABBIT Post the job you need 
to have completed; background- 
checked helpers will submit bids. 
askrabbit.com 


$$$ 

FANCY HANDS A $45 monthly fee 
gets you 15 requests for any job that 
can be done over the phone or on a 
computer. Yes, you can hire someone 
to be on hold for you. 
fancyhands.com 


$ 

FIVERR An online marketplace for 
services that cost just five bucks. 
fiverr.com 
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BREAK 

A WORLD RECORD 

Let other men strain their backs and bloat their bellies with feats 
of strength and speed eating. An accomplishment certified by 
none other than -Guinness World Records is more achievable 
than you think. The web-based Challengers competition has 
200 breakable records, from Mario Kart time trials to quarters 
stacked on the back of a hand in one minute. Prove your mettle 
via video for official certification. 


guinnessworldrecords.com 



Direct a Movie 


Blockbuster technology is finally within reach of 
mere mortals. When Michael Bay had to select 
a camera to shoot the fourth installment of the 
Transformers film franchise, he chose a RED digital 
model that can be rented by civilians like you, 
complete with lenses and fancy accessories, for 
$1,000 a day. Budding directors with Bling Ring- 


level aspirations can rent a more indie-appropriate 
rig for half that price. 5kcamerarentals.com 




Create a Robot Doppelgdnger 

The Double Robotics system ($2,500) allows you to be in two places at once— 
virtually—via an iPad mounted on a Segway-like platform that you can control 
remotely from anywhere in the world. Drive your double to meetings, then stick 
around to see who gets into trouble at the office party, doublerobotics.com 



Finally Have 
Your Suit 
Custom-Made 

If the clothes make the man, then stand 
above all other men by having your clothes 
made. The bespoke suit is the pinnacle of the 
garment game. Gone are the days of jetting 
to Hong Kong to have a one-of-a-kind suit 
tailored for you. Choose fabrics, lapel width, 
venting and other details that will set you 
apart at the office or out on the town. 


$$$$$ 

THOM SWEENEY If you can go to 
London, head to this tailor favored by David 
Beckham, thomsweeney.co.uk 

$$$ 

ASTOR & BLACK With prices starting at 
$650, this company will craft your suit after 
sending a tailor to your home or office for a 
custom fitting. 
astorandblack.com 


$ 

INDOCHINO This site lets you -customize 
the lining, pocket flaps and other cool details 
on a wide range of suit styles. 
indochino.com 













































I 11. Sponsor a Sports Team 

There's nothing like seeing your name embroidered on the uniforms of athletes performing at the highest 
level...which is why man invented bowling. For a few thousand dollars you can sponsor a professional 
bowling team. (Visit local alleys or bowling message boards to find teams looking for backing.) Be sure to 
negotiate to receive a percentage of prize monies and, of course, a bowling shirt. 



Buy a Pet Shark 

Every man who has ever secretly identified with a James Bond villain has dreamed of making every week shark week at 
his house. You could, if you were so inclined, spend tens of thousands of dollars on a full-size hammerhead shark and a 
massive custom-built MTV Cribs-worthy tank. But an impressive (and less endangered) three-foot-long bamboo cat shark 
and a plug-and-play 250-gallon salt-water aquarium will set back budding Dr. Evils a cool $3,000. 



Commission 
a Sculpture 
of Yourself 


Indulge your Napoleonic 
narcissism without having to 
deal with the expense and 
hassle of hiring a fine artist 
to paint an oil portrait. At 
the New York showroom of 
3-D-printing pioneer MakerBot, 
have a 3-D image of your face 
scanned in a photo booth for 
a mere five bucks. For $60 
more, buy the plastic 3-D 
version of your head, suitable 
for displaying on your fireplace 
mantel or hot-gluing to the 
hood of your car. 
makerbot.com 



BECOME A 
TECH MOGUL 

Don't let Jeff Bezos, Justin 
Timberlake and Ashton 
Kutcher have all the fun 
of reshaping the future of 
technology and culture. New 
crowdsourcing platforms put 
digital entrepreneurship within 
the reach of regular folks. 


$$$$$ 

MICROVENTURES For $5,000, 
accredited "angel" investors 
can bankroll start-ups with 
growth potential. 
microventures.com 

$$$ 

APPBACKR Browse mobile- 
app start-ups and back your 
favorites for as little as $30. 
appbackr.com 

$ 

FUNDLYGive back like Bill 
Gates. Use this site to support 
deserving charities, favorite 
causes and other nonprofits. 
fundly.com 
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17. OPEN A RESTAURANT 

Despite the well-known fact that most restaurants are doomed to fail, 
legions of men with Top Chef fantasies remain undeterred. If you are 
one of those dreamers, consider a realistic first attempt—one that won't 
leave you saddled with a building lease and a vast wine cellar that needs 
to be unloaded at auction. Try your hand at running a food truck for a 
more manageable taste of hell's kitchen. Los Angeles-based Road Stoves 
will set you up with a truck and marketing and promotion -services and 
will even help you dial in a concept, roadstoves.com 


Sure, you can wait until you 
retire to chronicle your life's 
exploits in a memoir or thinly 
veiled novel, but in today's 
confessional digital culture 
there's no moment like now. 
Below are ways to do it, from 
the traditional route to the 
easiest. 


$$$$$ 

WORKSHOP Quit your job 
and apply to the University 
of Iowa Writers' Workshop. 
Tuition: $26,000 

$$$ 

SELF-PUBLISH Amazon's 
Create-Space service sets up 
authors with Kindle, print- 
on-demand and audiobook 
distribution. 

Base price: $4,500 

$ 

PLAY THE VIDEO GAME 
Practice your chops in the 
video game The Novelist, in 
which you—that's right—try 
to write a novel. 

Price: $15 



Buy an 
Island 


18. Join the Jet Set 

You used to have to be a Fortune 500 CEO or a studio head to skip the insults of 
modern air travel and fly on a private jet. Thanks to the minds behind Uber, the 
revolutionary car-service app, you can now use their new aviation equivalent. BlackJet 
takes advantage of deadheads (empty seats) on underutilized aircraft to offer fliers 
the private-jet experience for the price of a full-fare, first-class ticket. A jet may not 
offer lay-flat seats and warm Brazil nuts, but the pleasure of leaving the hoi polloi 
behind in the security line is priceless, blackjet.com 


The adage that no man is 
an island may be true, but 
there's no stopping a man 
from buying an island all for 
himself. For the price of a 
top-of-the-line Hyundai you 
can buy a one-acre island off 
Maine, a beachy slice of Belize 
or a Nova Scotian redoubt. 

Buy an iPhone solar charger 
and start putting together 
that desert-island playlist. 
privateislandsonline.com 



me golden age of travel is far behiWus, but a little- 
known network of luxury train cars straight out of 
Murder on the Orient Express—think Tchaikovsky- 
playing pianists and fine china in the dining car—is 
out there for men willing to pay. Thanks to Private 
Rail Cars, meticulously restored railcars with names 
such as Northern Dreams, Majestic Imperator and 
Golden Eagle Trans-Siberian Express can be rented 
and hitched to commercial trains in the U.S. and 
Europe for an unforgettable adventure in the way 
travel ought to be. 
privaterailcars.net 











































































Will Cotton 



Will Cotton was born in Melrose, Massachusetts 
and raised in New Paltz, New York. His 
education includes studies at the Musee des 
Beaux-Arts in Rouen, France, the New York 
Academy of Art and Cooper Union in New 
York, where he earned a fine art degree. Mary 
Boone Gallery in New York has represented him 
since 1999. His paintings have been shown at 


the San Francisco Museum of Modern Art, the 
Seattle Art Museum, the Kunsthalle Bielefeld 
in Germany, the Hudson River Museum in 
New York, the Triennale di Milano, the Musee 
Marmottan Monet in Paris and the Museo 
Nacional de Bellas Artes in Havana. Cotton's 
work is in the collections of the Seattle Art 
Museum and the Columbus Museum of Art 
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Seven famous contemporary artists 
interpret Playboy’s provocative 
Centerfold 


It was a different world back in 1967, when Hugh Hefner and playboy Art -Director Arthur 
Paul sought out 11 of the world's best-known artists and -sculptors to transform the Playmate 
into fine art. The Centerfold had not yet assumed its place in the American consciousness, 
and artists were not as likely then as they are today to use elements of popular culture 
for inspiration. That has changed, of course. Today, the Playmate is a part of American 
iconography: We see references to her image in many parts of our culture. It seemed 
appropriate, then, to revisit the Playmate with a new generation of artists and to see how 
they might respond to this American archetype. With that in mind, we asked seven artists to 
interpret the Centerfold on their own terms. No conditions were set, nor specific Playmates 
mandated. On these eight pages, we see the creative responses of our artists. 


in Ohio. "The model for 
this painting is Miss Ruby 
Valentine, a burlesque 
dancer from New York," 
says the artist. "She's 
reclining on a cotton candy 
cloud, wearing a crown of 
sweets." 
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Richard 

Prince 


"It's different to generate my own 
photographs. I don't do it often, but 
when I do, I try to think that what 
I'm taking already exists," says Prince. 
American artist, painter, photographer 
and bibliophile Prince has been creating 
pop-culture--inspired art for more than 30 
years. Born in 1949 in the Panama Canal 
Zone, he lives and works in New York. 
Joke: "My wife likes to talk when she has 
sex. The other night she called." 










Jill Magid 



Artist and writer Jill Magid explores themes of 
intimacy and secrecy within systems of power. 
Magid's work developed from her experiences 
inside these systems, including the U.S. military, 
the British police and the Dutch secret service— 
an organization that has confiscated her work 
from the Tate Modern in London. Chrissie lies, 
senior curator at the Whitney Museum in New 
York, says, "The work of Jill Magid is incisive in 


its poetic questioning of the ethics of human 
behavior and the hidden political structures of 
society. Her intelligent conceptual strategies 
engage the viewer in an absorbing aesthetic 
and intellectual experience that turns 
conventional assumptions of power, secrecy, 
control and social space inside out." Her neon 
work With Full Consent was made especially 

for PLAYBOY. 
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Wes Lang 


Artist Wes Lang grew up in Chatham, New Jersey 
and moved to New York in the early 1990s. He 
resides in Greenpoint, Brooklyn and works out of a 
studio in nearby Bushwick, Brooklyn. Lang's work 
centers on the use of American tropes, including 
the grim reaper, roses, winged skulls, birds, Native 
American headdresses, beer mugs, pinups and 
the logos and lyrics of the Grateful Dead. Abstract 
elements are also at play. The artist's subject is 
the peculiar relationship between beauty and 
darkness. His gift is the ability to communicate 


his perspective experientially, without sacrificing 
nuance. It is normal to both shudder and laugh. 
Lang is transparent about his influences: Martin 
Kippenberger, Francis Bacon, Jean-Michel 'Basquiat, 
Cy Twombly and Mike Kelley. Recent exhibitions of 
his work include solo shows at Half Gallery in New 
York and Marlborough Gallery in Madrid. He also 
recently completed a commission for the Grateful 
Dead. His work can be found in museums around 
the world, including the Museum of Modern Art in 
New York and the National Gallery in Copenhagen. 
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Ryan 

McGinness 


McGinness is an American artist living 
and working in New York. He grew up 
in Virginia Beach, Virginia and studied at 
Carnegie Mellon University in Pittsburgh 
as an Andrew Carnegie Scholar. During 
college he interned at the Andy Warhol 
Museum as a curatorial assistant. Known 
for its extensive vocabulary of images that 
use the visual language of public signage, 
corporate logos and contemporary 
iconography, McGinness's work is in 
the permanent public collections of 
the Museum of Modern Art and the 
Metropolitan Museum of Art in New 
York, the Virginia Museum of Fine Arts, 
the Museum of Contemporary Art in 
San Diego, the Cincinnati Art Museum, 
MUSAC in Spain and the Taguchi Art 
Collection in Japan. 



Cindy Sherman 


Born in 1954 in Glen Ridge, New 
Jersey, Sherman is -counted among 
the most influential artists of the last 
half-century. Upon graduating from 
the State University of New York at 
Buffalo in 1976, Sherman relocated 
to New York City, where she began 
making the seminal Untitled Film Stills. 
She has gone on to photograph and 
cast herself in various roles through 
her masterful use of costume, setting 
and pose. A retrospective of Sherman's 


work is currently on view at the 
Walker Art Center in Minneapolis. 
Accompanied by a comprehensive 
catalogue, the exhibition, which began 
its tour at the Museum of Modern 
Art in New York, will also travel to 
the Dallas Museum of Art. A selective 
exhibition organized by the Moderna 
Museet in Stockholm and the Astrup 
Fearnley Museet in Oslo will open 
in 2013 before traveling to other 
European venues. 
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Tracey 

Emin 


Born in 1963, Tracey Emin lives and 
works in -London. She is part of the 
group known as the Young -British 
Artists, and her work often refers 
to -episodes from her childhood 
and teenage years. In 2007 Emin 
represented Britain at the 52nd Venice 
Biennale and was made a member 
of the Royal -Academy. In 2011 she 
became the Royal Academy's professor 
of drawing. 


* 













Title: "The Girl In My Dream" 
Playmate: Dominika Sekerkova 
(Slovakia) 

Artist: 

BRIAN BERNANDO 


Brian Bernardo's works skew towards the morbid and the macabre. However, 
instead of the typical gloomy and brooding approach, his plays on the grim are 
brighter, more colorful than what one might expect. With a demonstrated ability 
in creating seemingly tangible textures, this artist works wonders in filling an 
empty canvas. 


FERNANDO 


ESCORA 


Fernando Escora's artworks have 


already made their rounds in exhibits 
both in Manila as well as in South 
East Asian countries. In fact, his work 
entitled Sinking with the Garbage 
has been part of the Singapore Art 
Museum's collection since 2009. 

One of the forerunners of large scale 
drawings, his works often use ink on 
canvas. 


Title: "Alexis Fox" 

Playmate: Alexis Fox (South Africa) 

2 * 

Artist: 

YAO SAMPANA 


Title: "Looking at Her Self" 
Playmate: Lotte Jelgersma 
(Netherlands) 


Artist: 


Title: "Rapsodia" 
Playmate: 

Marta Zawiszarar 
(Romania) 

Artist: 


GRANDIER 


BELLA 


The multi-award winning 
Grandier Bella has received 
many accolades both here 
and abroad for his finely- 
tuned classical painting 
techniques. Often delving on 
subjects like human dichoto¬ 
my, struggle and resolve, he 
draws inspiration from clas¬ 
sical greats like Caravaggio, 
Da Vinci and Rembrandt. 


Yao Sampana's 
artworks usually revolve 
around dreams, lies 
and social realities. 

His recent work in the 
series Desnudo, stood 
out and gave life to 
elaborate textures and 
curves as he illustrated 
the beautiful subject 
that is the human body. 
Working on oil and 
canvas, his figurative 
realism style is textured 
with sudden spikes of 
abstraction. 
































Title: "Binibining Croatia" 
Playmate: Anamarija Frlan (Croatia) 

Artist: 

STAN CATACUTAN 



Though an 
occupational 
therapist by 
profession, Stan 
Catacutan's passion 
for art has never 
died down. Proficient 
in using graphite 
and charcoal in his 
artworks, this realist 
portraiture also 
mixes in acrylic and 
other media to add a 
unique touch to his 
other works. 





Title: "The Medallion" 
Playmate: Kasia Danysz 
(Poland) 


TAMARA 
DE JESUS 


Tamara De Jesus left behind her Advertising Executive 
job in pursuit of art. Currently a tattoo apprentice, this 
pen and ink artist has an intimate relationship with 
lines and patterns and a flourishing love for sacred 
geometry and art nouveau. 



Playmate: 


Jobie Quinn 
(Philippines) 



There's no denying that Jayson's works hint of 
introspection and personal issues. Despite that, each 
and every painting is fastidiously composed and created 
to reach his audience and resonate with them. Be it 
anger, pain or passion, this artist's work gives life to 
complex emotions with the humble oil and canvas. 



Artist: 

JAYSON 

CORTEZ 


Artist: 

JAYPEE ENRIQUEZ 



A faithful adherent of realism, 
Jaypee Enriquez is unparalleled 
at simulating his subjects with 
plain old oil paint and canvas. 
Using detailed textures and 
impassioned brush strokes, this 
artist capture both the beauty 
and complexity of his subjects. 


◄I 


Title: "Rellys" 
Playmate: 
Rellys Tonu 
(Romania) 


















Title: "Rachel" 
Playmate: 

Rachel Parry Dixon 
(Israel) 

Artist: 



PIAGET MARTELINO 


Piaget Martelino's works are often retrospective and 
reminiscent of simpler times. With free-flowing and 
curved lines as well as bright, vivid colors, he aims 
to express elation and stimulate positive vibes in his 
audiences. 



Title: "This is Zane" 
Playmate: Zane Helda 
(Latvia) 

Artist: 



MAISHA 
DELA CRUZ 



Title: "Kandra" 

Playmate: Kandra Van Der Bank 
(South Africa) 


Throughout her career, Maisha 
Dela Cruz has been both a 
student and a mentor of the 
arts. As a painter, she likes 
playing with the social and 
theoretical concepts behind 
her subjects and not just the 
elements of her work. 




A true-blue expressionist who treads on 
themes of love, death and the macabre, 
Satchi Tan utilizes acrylic and other media 
to express deep, unfathomable emotions. 
Aside from his passion for painting, he also 
expresses his artistry through photography, 
music and poetry. 


Title: 

"Miss Vujinovic" 

Playmate: Bozana 
Vujinovic (Serbia) 

Artist: _ 

JUKUSSEPADA !► 


With his trusty pen and ink, Jukus 
creates contemporary, lowbrow 
artworks that reflect his bold, 
renegade personality. Recently 
featured in the Dangerous Minds 
exhibit in Vinyl on Vinyl at the 
Collective, this Bulacan-based artist 
is as enigmatic and mysterious as his 
illustrated muses. 


















WHEN PLAYBOY INVITED 
‘KARTUNERO’ POL MEDINA 
JR. OF PUGADBABOY 
FAME FOR AN INTERVIEW, 

HE ASKED IF 
HE NEEDED 
TO GET A 
BRAZILIAN 

WAR. 

HILARITY ENSUED. 


INTERVIEW BY LAUREN ACURANTES 
PHOTOGRAPHY BY OWEN REYES 
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Did you get a Brazilian wax? 

Pol Medina Jr. (PMJ): Oo! [laughs] 


PLAYBOY: What f s the craziest thing you ever did to 
yourself, apart from the Brazilian wax? 

PMJ: Skinny dipping. May nag- dare sa akin, meron 
kasing isang beach sa llocos na taon-taon daw merong 
kinukuhang taga-labas. May kinukuha na hindi tiga- 
llocos. May namamatay na sina-sacrifice daw. Sabi ko sa 
pinsan ko, 'Walang hiya ka, ako pa ang isasa-sacrifice mo!' 
[laughs] Buti na lang nabuhay ako. 


PLAYBOY: You once penned this comic strip about how 
you were named "Apolonio" because your parents argued 
that your face looks either like an apple or an onion. How 
true is this? 

PMJ: That's all fiction! I'm really Apolonio Junior. Gaganti 
nga sana ako sa anak ko eh, gagawin ko sana siyang 'the 
third' kaso naawa ako. Buong buhay ko pinagtatawanan 
ako dahil sa pangalan ko, ibibigay ko pa ba? 


PLAYBOY: How crazy are your parents? 

PMJ: They're actually very boring. Ang father ko military 
man. Air Force general, so napaka strikto tsaka by the 
book. Tapos yung mommy ko, health teacher. So, na- 
imagine niyo kung gaano ka-strikto ang upbringing ko; 
bawal magyosi, bawal gumala, madaming bawai. Pero 
anarkista ako eh, kaya lahat ng rules nila, vina-v iolate ko 
lahat. Kaya ok naman ang childhood ko. 


PLAYBOY: What did they think when you came out with 
the comic strip, with its controversial subject matter? 

PMJ: Yung mother ko napangitan eh, kasi hindi ko sinabi 
na sa akin. Sabi ko [sa kanya], 'Tignan mo, bagong comic 
strip, o.' Tapos tinignan niya, sabi niya, 'Pangit! Pwe!' 

May 'pwe' pa siya eh. [laughs] Tapos sabi ko sa kanya, 

'Ako gumawa niyan eh.' 'Maganda!' sabi niya. [laughs] 
Biglang kumambiyo eh. Nilagay ko yan dun sa foreword 
nung [libro] ko eh. Yun ang true story. Dun pa lang ako 
nagsisimula mag- cartoons eh. Ang training ko talaga sa 
straight illustration. Hanggang ngayon nag-aaral pa rin 
ako mag- cartoons eh kasi lahat ng drawings ko, tama 
yung anatomy, tama yung proportions. Ngayon pa lang 
ako gumagawa ng mga cartoons na malaki ulo, maliit ang 
katawan. Dapat disproportionate palagi. So, nung nakita 
nila, kung i-compare mo kina Larry Alcala, talagang 
pangit. 


PLAYBOY: With the kind of comic strip that you do, you 
must get a lot of crazy fans. What has been your best fan 
interaction to date? 

PMJ: Ngayon meron akong fan na di ko alam kung 'anti' 
siya. Dumating siya dun sa book signing naka-Batman 
na costume. Tapos sabi niya,'Your cartoons stink!' Nag- 
gugupit pala siya ng Pugad Baboy tsaka ng Pupung 


na komiks, tapos gagawing niyang collage pero hindi 
maganda yung pagkaka- collage niya. Sinabi ko sa kanya, 
'Napaka- unfortunate naman na hindi mo nagustuhan,' 
pero kinomiks ko siya, tinatadyakan ko ata siya dun, tapos 
natanggal yung ulo. Tapos may hirit pa ako, 'Anything 
else?' pero wala na yung ulo. 


PLAYBOY: Who's your favorite character/creation? 

PMJ: Si Polgas, kasi ako yun eh. Tatlo ako dun eh; si 
Dagul, born loser kasi, si Utoy, kasi isip bata. Whiner ako 
eh. Tapos si Polgas naman, yun yung adventurous side ko. 
Sa kanya ko na lang pinapagawa kasi di na ako masyado 
nakaka labas-labas. 


PLAYBOY: Polgas, the talking dog, is easily the most 
recognizable character in the comic strip. What was the 
inspiration behind it? 

PMJ: Yung aso ko sa Iraq, pero hindi ganun ang itsura. 
Ang Iraqi na aso parang sheepdog eh, ganun kalaki. 

Hindi siya lovable eh, pangit, pero nung nag- meet kami 
nun, siya yung kinakausap ko kasi bored na ako kasi 
nagkakagera na sa mga borders, tapos ako nasa bandang 
gitna ... tahimik. So, kausap ko yung aso, sabi ko, 'Ganda 
nung mga sapatos nung mga italyano, ano?' Kasi puro 
designer shoes yung mga suot nila, 'Sana meron din ako 
nun,' sabi ko. Kinabukasan, meron akong isang pair ng 
Italian shoes na ka- size ko talaga. Yung ugali kasi ng mga 
Italyano sa trailer nila, iniiwan nila yung mga sapatos 
nila dun sa labas, di nila pinapasok kasi yung carpet. 
Nagnakaw yung aso para sa akin, size ko. Dinisplay ko, 
sabi ko, 'Lost and found, kanino 'tong sapatos?' Walang 
nag-claim so nagkaroon ng designer shoes... Sabi ko, 
'Naiintindihan ako nitong asong ito, ah.' So, gusto ko 
sana siya i-uwi ... Tinanong ko kung ano yung procedure. 
Diyos ko, kailangan pala ng passport, merong quarantine, 
tsaka kung anu-anong mga shots ... Di ko na lang inuwi, 
pinamana ko na lang dun sa isa pang Pinoy na alam kong 
mahilig din sa aso. 


PLAYBOY: You mentioned once before that your 
experience in Iraq was maddening. What was maddening 
about it? 

PMJ: Di naman siya maddening dahil may nagliliparan 
na mga bomba. Exact opposite, eh, walang nangyayari. 
Minsan may maririnig ka na lang na 'Weeeeeng! [makes 
noise like that of an air raid siren]. Malalaman mo nga 
kung sino yung mga baguhan, eh. Yung mga bago 
nagtatakbuhan sila sa mga bomb shelter. Kami din nung 
una, pupunta rin kami sa bomb shelter, tapos pagdating 
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uminom dun sa Iraq. 
Pinulutan namin yung 


namin may mga stock 
ng pagkain, gagawin 
namin, dun kami mag- 
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mga food stocks namin, 
so naubos na namin ... 
di na kami nagpunta 
dun pagtapos nun. Sa 
sobrang boredom, ang 
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ginagawa namin, pupunta kami sa border ng Iran para 
lang makarinig ng putukan dahil talagang bored na 
bored kami. Nung first year ko dun, may kotse ako eh ... 
ginagawa ko, pupunta ako ng Baghdad para mang-tsiks. 
Wala kasing bawal nun, eh, state of war. 


Q10 


PLAYBOY: What can you say to comparisons some people 
have made between Polgas and Snoopy, about how both 
dogs are iconic in the comics world? 

PMJ: Naka-impluwensya din sa akin si Snoopy. Ang 
pagkakaiba lang ng ginawa ko, nagkaroon siya ng sarili 
kong boses eh, naging audible sa tao, kasi si Snoopy, 
parang thought balloon lang kanya, tsaka si Garfield. Di 
ba si Snoopy, World's Greatest Beagle? Si Polgas naman. 
World's Greatest Mongrel. 


Q11 


PLAYBOY: Do you see any similarities between Polgas and 
The Family Guy's Brian? 

PMJ: Oo, tapos meron din siya doong hippie na babae. 
Lagi ko ngang sinasabi, 'Ah, 10 years yung pagitan namin. 
Reactionist ako eh. Ang dating sabihing, 'Ang galing 
talaga mangopya ng mga Pinoy.' Kay a lagi kong sinasabi, 
'Nauna ako kay Seth McFarlane, baka siya yung gumaya sa 
akin.' 


Q12 


PLAYBOY: Did you set out to be political and satirical with 
Pugad Baboy from the start? 

PMJ: Actually, no. Gumagawa lang ako ng mga jokes 
tungkol sa kanilang physicality, tapos tungkol sa mga aso 
dito sa Pilipinas na tinatago ng mga hoarder ng mga aso, 
kasi kumakain sila ng aso, mga ganun lang. Tapos humirit 
lang ako ng isa, kasi wala na akong makuhang material, 
may nakita ako sa dyaryo, so humirit ako ng isa, may 
feedback kagad. Wala pang email nun eh, so snail mail 
pa talaga. Siguro dumating sa akin after one week. Nung 
natanggap ko, 'Aba, ok ah!' So nag-try naman ako ng 
parang social commentary, may mga nag- react din. Dahil 
sa feedback nila, naging chop suey na ang Pugad Baboy, 
hanggang sinasabi nila na mini-mirror ko nga daw yung 
mga nangyayari sa Pilipinas. 


Q13 


PLAYBOY: With your move to Rappler.com, you created a 
kind of 'Choose Your Own Adventure' type of comic strip. 
Why did you decide to offer alternative endings to the 
web comics? 

PMJ: Sabi nila sa akin dun, 'Ayaw ka naming pahirapan. 
Kung ano yung ginagawa mo sa Inquirer, ganun rin yung 
gawin mo dito.' Sabi ko, 'Online tayo eh, medyo high 
tech yan eh. Wala ba tayong gagawin na kakaiba?'... 
Tumingin ako sa ibang webcomics, tapos ang gawa nila, 
kina- crowdsource nila yung mga ending nung mga strip. 
Sabi ko, 'Gawin nating interactive.' Sila pa yung umangal 
kasi may iki-click ka na icon, hindi kagaya ng isang ending 
lang, pag inupload mo, yun na yun eh. Pero medyo nag- 
backfire sa akin, kasi ngayon hindi ako makagawa ng 
story arcs. Bumebwelo lang ako pero kung siguro gumawa 
ako ng story arcs, ang pinaka- interaction ko sa readers is 
ipe- predict nila yung outcome. 
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Q14 


PLAYBOY: The reason you resigned from PDI was because 
of the St. Scholastica controversy and a few years before 
that you were talking about getting flak for running a 
rape joke. Are there other taboo subjects you think you'd 
tackle in the future? 

PMJ: Yung tungkol sa atheism. Actually, nagawa ko na. 
Pero medyo natatakot pa ako na i-tackle yung tungkol 
sa Islam kasi alam mo naman yung mga yan, di ba nung 
lumabas yung kay Salman Rushdie, di ba nag-labas sila ng 
'fatwa' eh. Pag nakita siya, talagang papatayin siya eh. 
Ayoko naming i-subject yung pamilya ko sa ganun, kaya 
di ko gagawin muna. May ginagawa naman ako about 
Muslims pero di ako nag o- overstep ng boundaries. 


Q15 


PLAYBOY: Is there any subject that you wouldn't tackle, 
na talagang di niyo gagawaan ng joke? 

PMJ: Wala eh. Pag sinabihan akong, 'Wag mong gagawin 
yung ganun,' lalo akong nacha-challenge. Minsan may 
nagsabi sa akin, 'Baket mo ginawang character yung sarili 
mo?' Ginawa ko, lalo kong dinagdagan, tapos sabi ko, 
'Nanay ko nga, di ako napigilan sa gusto kong gawin, 
ikaw pa!' [laughs] 


Q16 


PLAYBOY: Do you find that ever since you resigned from 
PDI, more opportunities have come your way? 

PMJ: Oo, grabe kasi, kahit itong nilipatan ko na 
Rappler, sabi nila, 'Kahit sino pwede mo i-diss. Kahit 
kami dito sa Rappler, pwede mo i-diss. Basta wala kang 
restrictions. Gawin kahit ano gusto mo gawin, di ka namin 
pababayaan. Magaling ang legal team namin.' [laughs] 
'Organic ka dito, hind aka contributor lang,' sabi nila. 


Q17 


PLAYBOY: You mean to say that when you were at PDI, 
you were given restrictions on what you can write about? 
PMJ: Oo, meron akong seven na taboo issues na hindi ko 
pwedeng i-tackle. 






“DI BA SI SNOOPY, 
WORLD’S GREATEST 
DEAGLE? Si 
POLGAS NAMAN, 
WORLD’S GREATEST 
MONGREL.” 
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DON'T you KNOW THAT 
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PLAYBOY: Were 
you the class clown, 
growing up? 

PMJ: Hindi eh. Ako 
nga yung pinaka- corny. 
Ako yung nakaupo 
lang sa isang tabi, 
tahimik. 


Q20 


PLAYBOY: Are there 
any young Pinoy 
'komikeros' that you 
see as being successful? 
Is the Filipino comic 
industry thriving? 

PMJ: Oo, nakikita niyo 
ba yung kay Manix 
Abrera, yung Kiko 
Machine? Diyos ko, 
grabe! Pag umattend 
ka ng Comic Con, 
ang ginawa sa kanya, 
binigyan na siya ng 
sari I i niyang kwarto, 
kasi nakaka- disrupt 
siya ng pila. Naalala ko 
yung time na ganun 
din ako. Ganun pala 
yung feeling nun , 
nung magkalapit kayo 
ng mesa , tapos yung 
kanya ang haba ng 
pila , yung sayo, wala 
na. Ganun pala yung 
feeling na yun. Noon , 
wala akong pakialam, 
o ayan ngayon, na- 
karma ka. [laughs] Q 
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youp word; 

APE SO HAPS 
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Q19 


PLAYBOY: Which 
were? 

PMJ: Basta vinayolate 
ko lahat! [laughs] 
Issues about race, 
religion, death, 
yung black comedy. 
Mga sensitive issues, 
kunwari yung 

agkamatay ni Nida 
lanca, ganun. 

finarody 
yun, 
ero 


maganda 

yung 

pagkakagawa 
ko ... kay a 
nakalusot. 
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For neorly 60 years. 
Playboy Magazine has 
made a splash with its 
mind-blowing covers. 
Now, for the first time, 
there is a book dedicated 
to this American icon. 


Featuring hundreds of 
color photographs and 
behind-the-scenes oultakes 
from cover shoots. 

Fa reward by Pamela Ande rsan.. loci by 
Daman Brownlie ting Publishing 

31ft pages .r hy 1II" $35 [S^ZIvtCanada). 

Ga la amazanxam la aider. 















the question of whether size matters, the 
mechanics of vaginal lubrication, proof of 
multiple orgasm in women, the advisability 
of sex during pregnancy and among the 
aged, the joys of homosexual sex (and what 
heterosexuals could learn from it) and more. 

Masters and Johnson's work was one 
of the engines of the sexual revolution 
(PLAYBOY, of course, was another), 
which is why we con-ducted two landmark 
interviews with them—one in May 1968 
by Senior Editor Nat Lehrman and one in 
November 1979 by James R. Petersen, 
then the -Playboy Advisor. Petersen 
wrote, "Masters was the first person in 
the history of Western man to take sex 
into the laboratory, to conduct controlled 
experiments, to objectively observe the 
human sex act.... He knows more about 
sex than any person in the world and 
is not afraid to admit what he does not 
know. In discussion he limits himself to 
facts. Johnson is the flip side of Masters. 

For 23 years she has been a partner in the 
research. She has had to edit her natural 
loquaciousness. She is wary of the media, 
tired of their being viewed as the Ma and 
Pa Kettle of Sex Research." 

Nearly 50 years after our first interview 
with them, Masters and Johnson are 
again in the public mind, thanks to the 
new Showtime series Masters of Sex. 
Remarkably, as these highlights from our 
two interviews show, the pair's findings 
are still crucial to our understanding of the 
hows, whys and wows of sex half a century 
later. 


where everyone was lined up looking. I 
might add, there is interrogation before 
each session; there is some communication 
during it and there is a great deal of 
interrogation afterward. The subjects' own 
statements indicated that many times they 
absolutely lost a sense of the environment. 
MASTERS: I think even when they 
didn't completely lose awareness of the 
investigators' presence, they learned to pay 
no attention to them or at least to ascribe 
no importance to them. 

PLAYBOY: Did you watch from behind a 
one-way mirror? 

JOHNSON: In one of the environments at 
the medical center there was a mirror, but 
we rarely used it. If they had thought we 
might be behind a one-way mirror, it would 
have been just as distracting as if we really 
had been there. 

PLAYBOY: There's one question that you 
must have been asked over and over 
again: How did you prevent your personal 
emotions from intruding as you watched 
hundreds of people having sex? Didn't you 
ever feel astonishment or awe? 

JOHNSON: I never felt awe in a laboratory 
setting. I have one kind of commitment 
in my personal life, when I have the 
freedom to feel awe, but a vastly different 
commitment to maintain professional 
objectivity in a research environment. 
MASTERS: You have to achieve as much 
objectivity as you can and then maintain it. 
But there are many people who shouldn't 
work in this field simply because they 
cannot separate personal and professional 
requirements. 


M ore than 50 years ago, a 
gynecologist, Dr. William 
Masters, and his associate, 
-Virginia Johnson, began a 
research project that would focus, they said, 
on "reproductive biology." That innocuous- 
sounding description led, over the next 
two decades, to a study involving 1,076 
volunteers, whom Masters and Johnson 
observed masturbating, fondling one 
another, performing oral and anal sex and 
having, in a multitude of creative positions, 
plain old intercourse. The two analyzed 
thousands of orgasms (they stopped 
counting after more than 14,000), treated 
3,500 couples for sexual problems and 
wrote seven books about their work. 


PLAYBOY: How did you find your subjects? 
MASTERS: In the early stages we talked 
to people who we thought might be 
interested. 

PLAYBOY: You did some work with 
prostitutes too, didn't you? 

MASTERS: We started with a prostitute 
population because we didn't know where 
else to start. But because we knew it would 
be relatively rare to find a normal pelvis in 
a prostitute—due to chronic pelvic blood 
congestion—we stopped working with 
them after the first 18 or 20 months. 
PLAYBOY: In your book you state that 
the subjects were recorded and observed 
performing "manual and mechanical 
manipulation, natural coition with the 
female partner in supine, superior or 
knee-chest position and, for many female 
study subjects, artificial coition in supine 
and knee-chest positions." What was the 
reaction of the subjects to being observed? 
JOHNSON: There was never a situation 


PLAYBOY: Did you anticipate censorship 
problems when you published Human 
Sexual Response? 

MASTERS: No. Nor did we encounter any. 
PLAYBOY: What does your mail suggest 
about the public's attitude toward your 
research? 

MASTERS: We've gotten thousands of 
letters. About eight percent of them fall 
into the "down with" category, of which 
half are vicious, obscene and unsigned. 

The other half of the negative letters are 
from fine people who simply feel that 
sexual behavior should not be investigated. 
They sign their names, they write well and 
we respect their opinions. Twenty-two 
percent of the mail has been supportive in 
character, and the remaining 70 percent— 
the part that really matters—comes from 
people asking for advice about their 
problems of sexual inadequacy. 

Continue to page 118 


The first Masters and Johnson book, 
Human Sexual Response, was released 
in plain brown paper wrappers in 1966. 
Intended for physicians and written 
in dense scientific jargon, it became a 
surprising best-seller, catapulting its authors 
into the limelight. They appeared on the 
covers of magazines and on TV. The book 
was translated into more than a dozen 
languages. It and subsequent Masters and 
Johnson books broke ground with candid 
discussions of the function of the clitoris, 

















A part from her 

disarmingly svelte 
and luminous skin 
or her fierce gaze, 
Jenica Millan's main 
draw is the air of 
mystery that swirls around her. 
Juxtapose that with her no-holds 
barred and incredibly wild shoot, 
and you've got a contradicting 
yet oddly exciting character. "At 
first, I was a little shy kasi syempre 
sobrang daring ng concept nung 
shoot. Pero later on, sobrang na- 
excite na din ako and nag-enjoy 
since sobrang bagong experience 
nito para sakin," she shared. 


A staple in big events like tattoo 
conventions, car shows, and 
fashion shows, this freelance 
model also preoccupies herself 
with her laundromat business 
in Quezon City. To keep her 
perfectly-crafted abs and 
knockout body, Jenica tones 
up through boxing. In fact, she 
sweats it out at the gym twice to 
thrice a week. As such, one should 
probably think twice before 
getting a little too hands-on 
whenever she's on a night-out at 
the clubs and bars she frequents 
with her friends. 


Probably as a result of her busy, 
fast-paced lifestyle, she has a no- 
nonsense attitude. Despite being 
a woman of quite a few words, 
Jenica was not the least bit fazed 
and never minced words when it 
came to sharing her most intimate 
secrets. Bold and open-minded, 
she shared that being kissed turns 
her on. "It may seem plain pero 
yun kasi talaga yung nag-titrigger 
sa mga babae eh." From there, 
this Asian Beauty swears that she 
can be quite the giver. "Pag mahal 
mo, syempre lahat kaya mong 
gawin," she affirmed. 



As this month's Asian Beauty, she 
shared her perspective on what 
makes Filipinas attractive. "Aside 
from the skin tone and exotic 
na Asian qualities, iba kasi yung 
ugali ng mga Filipina. Maalaga, 
independent, loyal, lahat na!" 
Jenica quipped. "Meron akong 
konting Spanish blood pero 
I consider myself a true-blue 
Filipina." 


So what kind of man gets her 
attention? Jenica said that she 
doesn't have a particular type. 
Instead, she simply wants an 
understanding and honest guy. 
"I've had experiences before na 
nag-checheatyung guy. Ayoko sa 
babaero," she warned. 


Judging by the outcome of this 
shoot alone, you'd probably 
never guess that this is one of 
the wildest things Jenica has ever 
done. Having said that, is this the 
wildest state we'll ever see her in? 
"Malay mo. I really enjoyed the 
shoot kaya wala naman akong 
dahilan para tumanggi," she 
teased. 
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PEOPLE 



F ood has become more than just sustenance. 

People no longer eat to live; now we eat to 
savor, to indulge and to luxuriate in the flavor 
explosions that a new generation of chefs and 
food connoisseurs concoct in their kitchens. Here, we have 
a chef unapologetically sticking to his roots, a laidback celebrity 
chef who keeps things simple, a Le Cordon Bleu trained chef who 
specializes in that most Western of desserts, the cheesecake, and 
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the social entrepreneur who wants you to eat more duck. 


SIGNATURE DISH: 


Technically, Alvie isn’t a chef. 

He does, however, come from 
a family of restaurateurs 
that understand the value of 
consistency as a means to 
success. Taking the lessons 
he has learned from the family 
business and from classes 
taken in developmental studies, 
Alvie decided to combine his 
love for food and helping others 
into one venture: duck farming. 
“When we first started, the 
place was literally a shithole. 

It was this barren land and the 
place was full of mosquitos and 
snakes,” he said. A year on into 
the venture and they were able 
to churn out their all-natural 
salted eggs. “We’re at a point 
now where selling the salted 
eggs has become a sustainable 
venture,” he proudly stated. And 
another year after that, they 
received more affirmation that 
the market is ready for more 
duck products when they won 
the third top spot at the Ultimate 
Taste Test 2013 with the 
introduction of their duck burger. 
“I just want to make ducks sexy,” 
he quipped. 
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SIGNATURE DISH 


Chef Greg is The Cheesecake 
Guy. Funnily enough, he wasn’t 
always the dessert guy. 
“Dalawang course ang Cordon 
Bleu; one is a cuisine, which I 
finished, and the other one is 
a pastry, which I did not finish 
because there are three levels. 
The first two are the ones 
that you need to know to bake 
and the last one teaches you 
sugar and chocolate sculptures. 
I’m like, ‘No one’s going to 
pay 50,000 for that in the 
Philippines; that’s not something 
I’m going to burn my hands for,’ 
so I didn’t bother finishing,” he 
explained. It wasn’t till later 
when he offered to make a 
cheesecake for a friend’s party 
did he really start exploring his 
sweeter side. A year on with 
the cheesecakes and Chef 
Greg would like to go back to 
his private dining roots. “There 
aren’t many places in Manila 
that offer private dining, and 
it’s great because I can choose 
when I want to open or not, and I 
can still make my cheesecakes,” 
he said. 






SIGNATURE DISH: 


Chef Tatung, as he is more 
commonly known, began his 
love affair with food from a very 
young age. When his cousins 
would be out playing, he would 
be in the kitchen, cooking with 
his grandmother. Now, he runs a 
restaurant named after himself 
where food that harkens back 
to his childhood is served 
with a side of passion for the 
history of Filipino food. “The 
purity of really connecting 
with your roots is something 
that’s really important with our 
cuisine right now. I don’t want 
to be an apologist for Filipino 
cuisine. I don’t want to have a 
foreign guest and tell them, ‘I’m 
cooking you a kare-kare but in 
order for you to appreciate it, 
I’m going to sous-vide an Angus 
beef belly served with a side 
of hazelnut and macadamia nut 
sauce and instead of shrimp 
paste, because you may not like 
shrimp paste, I’m going to make 
an olive and caper tapenade.’ 
That can be good, it might even 
be a work of genius, but, is that 
Filipino food? Might as well call 
it something else,” he intoned. 




SIGNATURE DISH 


Chef Nino is the Filipino 
equivalent of Guy Fieri, a 
guy’s guy kind of celebrity 
chef; one who takes complex 
flavors and simplifies them. 
Little wonder then that the 
first time we see him on 
television, he was in a show 
with a ‘barkada’ set-up. 
“Bago namin ginawa yung 
Katoque, ang mga usong 
show yung mga Wok with 
Yan, o di kaya yung Intsik 
na babae na mapapanuod 
mo every Sunday na di mo 
naman maintindihan. Kami 
yung una na medyo bata,” he 
said. “Tsaka mga gwapo,” he 
added, jokingly. While he may 
be formally trained from one 
of the pioneering cooking 
schools in the Philippines, 
Nino’s (“Please don’t call 
me chef,” he pleaded) 
relationship with food is 
very casual. “Di ba ang 
dami nagsasabi, ‘Food is my 
passion.’ Passion, passion,” 
he mocked. “Dapat casual 
lang." But that’s not to say 
that he doesn’t enjoy healthy 
competition. Asked who he 
thought he could take on, “I 
could take on anybody,” he 
replied laughing. 
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THE WAY TO HAPPINESS IS SIMPLE. 
ALL YOU NEED TO DO IS PUSH A BUTTON 


I t was Griffin Wilson who proposed the theory 
of de-evolution. He sat two rows behind me 
in Organic Chem, the very definition of an evil 
genius. He was the first to take the Great Leap 
Backward. 

Everybody knows because Tricia Gedding was in 
the nurse's office with him. She was in the other 
cot, behind a paper curtain, faking her period to 
get out of a pop quiz in Perspectives on Eastern 
Civ. She said she heard the loud laeep! but didn't 
think anything of it. When Tricia Gedding and 
the school nurse found him on his own cot, they 
thought Griffin Wilson was the resuscitation doll 
everybody uses to practice CPR. He was hardly 
breathing, barely moving a muscle. They thought 
it was a joke because his wallet was still clenched 
between his teeth and he still had the electrical 
wires pasted to either side of his forehead. 

His hands were still holding a dictionary-size 
box, still paralyzed, pressing a big, red button. 
Everyone's seen this box so often that they hardly 
recognized it, but it had been hanging on the 
office wall: the defibrillator. That emergency heart 
shocker. He must have taken it down and read the 
instructions. He simply took the waxed paper off 
the gluey parts and pasted the electrodes on either 
side of his temporal lobes. It's basically a peel-and- 


stick lobotomy. It's so easy a 16-year-old can do it. 

In Miss Chen's English class, we learned "To 
be or not to be," but there's a big gray area in 
between. Maybe in Shakespeare times people only 
had two options. Griffin Wilson, he knew the SATs 
were just the gateway to a big lifetime of bullshit. 
To getting married and going to college. To paying 
taxes and trying to raise a kid who's not a school 
shooter. And Griffin Wilson knew drugs are only 
a patch. After drugs, you're always going to need 
more drugs. 

The problem with being talented and gifted is 
sometimes you get too smart. My uncle Henry 
says the importance of eating a good breakfast 
is because your brain is still growing. But nobody 
talks about how, sometimes, your brain can get 
just too big. 

We're basically big animals, evolved to break 
open shells and eat raw oysters, but now we're 
expected to keep track of all 300 Kardashian sisters 
and 800 Baldwin brothers. Seriously, at the rate 
they reproduce the Kardashians and the Baldwins 
are going to wipe out all other species of humans. 
The rest of us, you and me, we're just evolutionary 
dead ends waiting to wink out. 

You could ask Griffin Wilson anything. Ask 














him who signed the Treaty of Ghent. He'd 
be like that cartoon magician on TV who 
says, "Watch me pull a rabbit out of my 
head." Abracadabra, and he'd know the 
answer. In Organic Chem, he could talk 
string theory until he was anoxic, but what 
he really wanted to be was happy. Not just 
not sad, he wanted to be happy the way a 
dog is happy. Not constantly jerked this way 
and that by flaming instant messages and 
changes in the federal tax code. He didn't 
want to die either. He wanted to be—and 
not to be—but at the same time. That's 
what a pioneering genius he was. 

The principal of student affairs made Tricia 
Gedding swear to not tell a living soul, but 
you know how that goes. The school district 
was afraid of copycats. Those defibrillators 
are everywhere these days. 

Since that day in the nurse's office, Griffin 
Wilson has never seemed happier. He's 
always giggling too loud and wiping spit 
off his chin with his sleeve. The special ed 
teachers clap their hands and heap him with 
praise just for using the toilet. Talk about a 
double standard. The rest of us are fighting 
tooth and nail for whatever garbage career 
we can get, while Griffin Wilson is going 
to be thrilled with penny candy and reruns 
of Fraggle Rock for the rest of his life. How 
he was before, he was miserable unless he 
won every chess tournament. The way he is 
now, just yesterday, he took out his dick and 
jerked off on the school bus. And when Mrs. 
Ramirez pulled over and left the driver's seat 
to chase him down the aisle he shouted, 
"Watch me pull a rabbit out of my pants," 
and he squirted come on her uniform shirt. 
He was laughing the whole time. 

Lobotomized or not, he still knows the 
value of a signature catchphrase. Instead of 
being just another grade grubber, now he's 
the life of the party. 

The voltage even cleared up his acne. 

It's hard to argue with results like that. 

It wasn't a week after he'd turned zombie 
that Tricia Gedding went to the gym where 
she does Zumba and got the defibrillator off 
the wall in the girls' locker room. After her 
self-administered peel-and-stick procedure 
in a bathroom stall, she doesn't care where 
she gets her period. Her best friend, Brie 
Phillips, got to the defibrillator they keep 
next to the bathrooms at the Home Depot, 
and now she walks down the street, rain or 
shine, with no pants on. We're not talking 
about the scum of the school. We're talking 
about class president and head cheerleader. 
The best and the brightest. Everybody who 
played first string on all the sports teams. 
It took every defibrillator between here and 
Canada, but since then, when they play 
football nobody plays by the rules. And 
even when they get skunked, they're always 
grinning and slapping high fives. 

They continue to be young and hot, but 
they no longer worry about the day when 
they won't be. 

It's suicide, but it's not. The newspaper 
won't report the actual numbers. 


Newspapers flatter themselves. Anymore, 
Tricia Gedding's Facebook page has a larger 
readership than our daily paper. Mass 
media, my foot. They cover the front page 
with unemployment and war, and they 
don't think that has a negative effect? My 
uncle Henry reads me an article about a 
proposed change in state law. Officials want 
a 10-day waiting period on the sale of all 
heart defibrillators. They're talking about 
mandatory background checks and mental 
health screenings. But it's not the law, not 
yet. 

My uncle Henry looks up from the 
newspaper article and eyes me across 
breakfast. He levels me this stern look and 
asks, "If all your friends jumped off a cliff, 
would you?" 

My uncle's what I have instead of a mom 
and dad. He won't acknowledge it, but 
there's a good life over the edge of that cliff. 
There's a lifetime supply of handicapped 
parking permits. Uncle Henry doesn't 
understand that all my friends have already 
jumped. 

They may be "differently abled," but my 
friends are still hooking up. More than ever, 
these days. They have smoking-hot bodies 
and the brains of infants. They have the best 
of both worlds. LeQuisha Jefferson stuck 
her tongue inside Hannah Finermann during 
Beginning Carpentry Arts, made her squeal 
and squirm right there, leaned up against 
the drill press. And Laura Lynn Marshall? 
She sucked off Frank Randall in the back 
of International Cuisine Lab with everybody 
watching. All their falafels got scorched, 
and nobody made a federal case out of it. 

After pushing the red defibrillator button, 
yeah, a person suffers some consequences, 
but he doesn't know he's suffering. Once he 
undergoes a push-button lobotomy a kid 
can get away with murder. 

During study hall, I asked Boris Declan if it 
hurt. He was sitting there in the lunchroom 
with the red burn marks still fresh on either 
side of his forehead. He had his pants down 
around his knees. I asked if the shock was 
painful, and he didn't answer, not right 
away. He just took his fingers out of his ass 
and sniffed them, thoughtfully. He was last 
year's junior prom king. 

In a lot of ways he's more chill now than 
he ever was. With his ass hanging out in the 
middle of the cafeteria, he offers me a sniff 
and I tell him, "No, thank you." 

He says he doesn't remember anything. 
Boris Declan grins this sloppy, dopey smile. 
He taps a dirty finger to the burn mark on 
one side of his face. He points this same 
butt-stained finger to make me look across 
the way. On the wall where he's pointing is 
this guidance counselor poster that shows 
white birds flapping their wings against a 
blue sky. Under that are the words, actual 

HAPPINESS ONLY HAPPENS BY ACCIDENT printed in 

dreamy writing. The school hung that poster 
to hide the shadow of where -another 
defibrillator used to hang. 

It's clear that wherever Boris Declan ends 


up in life it's going to be the right place. He's 
already living in brain trauma nirvana. The 
school district was right about copycats. 

No offense to Jesus, but the meek 
won't inherit the earth. To judge from 
reality TV the loudmouths will get their 
hands on everything. And I say, let them. 
The Kardashians and the Baldwins are like 
some invasive species. Like kudzu or zebra 
mussels. Let them battle over the control of 
the crappy real world. 

For a long time I listened to my uncle and 
didn't jump. Anymore, I don't know. The 
newspaper warns us about terrorist anthrax 
bombs and virulent new strains of meningitis, 
and the only comfort newspapers can offer 
is a coupon for 20 cents off on underarm 
deodorant. 

To have no worries, no regrets—it's 
pretty appealing. So many of the cool kids 
at my school have elected to self-fry that, 
anymore, only the losers are left. The losers 
and the naturally occurring pinheads. The 
situation is so dire that I'm a shoo-in to be 
valedictorian. That's how come my uncle 
Henry is shipping me off. He thinks that by 
relocating me to Twin Falls he can postpone 
the inevitable. 

So we're sitting at the airport, waiting 
by the gate for our flight to board, and I 
ask to go to the bathroom. In the men's 
room I pretend to wash my hands so I can 
look in the mirror. My uncle asked me, one 
time, why I looked in mirrors so much, and 
I told him it wasn't vanity so much as it was 
nostalgia. Every mirror shows me what little 
is left of my parents. 

I'm practicing my mom's smile. People 
don't practice their smiles nearly enough, so 
when they most need to look happy they're 
not fooling anyone. I'm rehearsing my smile 
when—there it is: my ticket to a gloriously 
happy future working in fast food. That's 
opposed to a miserable life as a world- 
famous architect or heart surgeon. 

Hovering over my shoulder and a smidgen 
behind me, it's reflected in the mirror. 
Like the bubble containing my thoughts 
in a comic-strip panel, there's a cardiac 
defibrillator. It's mounted on the wall in back 
of me, shut inside a metal case with a glass 
door you could open to set off alarm bells 
and a red strobe light. A sign above the box 
says AED and shows a lightning bolt striking 
a Valentine's heart. The metal case is like the 
hands-off showcase holding some crown 
jewels in a Hollywood heist movie. 

Opening the case, automatically I set 
off the alarm and flashing red light. Quick, 
before any heroes come running, I dash into 
a handicapped stall with the defibrillator. 
Sitting on the toilet, I pry it open. The 
instructions are printed on the lid in English, 
Spanish, French and comic-book pictures. 
Making it foolproof, more or less. If I wait too 
long I won't have this option. Defibrillators 
will be under lock and key soon, and once 
defibrillators are illegal only paramedics will 
have them. 

In my grasp, here's my permanent 
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childhood. My very own bliss machine. 

My hands are smarter than the rest of me. 
My fingers know to peel the electrodes and 
paste them to my temples. My ears know 
to listen for the loud beep that means the 
thing is fully charged. 

My thumbs know what's best for me. They 
hover over the big red button. Like this is a 
video game. Like the button the president 
gets to press to trigger the launch of nuclear 
war. One push and the world as I know it 
comes to an end. A new reality begins. 

To be or not to be. God's gift to animals is 
they don't get a choice. 

Every time I open the newspaper I 
want to throw up. In another 10 seconds 
I won't know how to read. Better yet, I 
won't have to. I won't know about global 
climate change. I won't know about cancer 
or genocide or SARS or environmental 
degradation or religious conflict. 

The public address system is paging my 
name. I won't even know my name. 

Before I can blast off, I picture my uncle 
Henry at the gate, holding his boarding 
pass. He deserves better than this. He needs 
to know this is not his fault. 

With the electrodes stuck to my forehead, 

I carry the defibrillator out of the bathroom 
and walk down the concourse toward the 
gate. The coiling electric wires trail down 
the sides of my face like thin, white pigtails. 
My hands carry the battery pack in front of 
me like a suicide bomber who's only going 
to blow up all my IQ points. 

When they catch sight of me, 
businesspeople abandon their roller bags. 
People on family vacations, they flap their 
arms, wide, and herd their little kids in the 
other direction. Some guy thinks he's a hero. 
He shouts, "Everything is going to be all 
right." He tells me, "You have everything to 
live for." 

We both know he's a liar. 

My face is sweating so hard the electrodes 
might slip off. Here's my last chance to 
say everything that's on my mind, so with 
everyone watching I'll confess: I don't 
know what's a happy ending. And I don't 
know how to fix anything. Doors open in 
the concourse and Homeland Security 
soldiers storm out, and I feel like one of 
those Buddhist monks in Tibet or wherever 
who splash on gasoline before they check 
to make sure their cigarette lighter actually 
works. How embarrassing that would 
be, to be soaking in gasoline and have to 
bum a match off some stranger, especially 
since so few people smoke anymore. Me, 
in the middle of the airport concourse, I'm 
dripping with sweat instead of gasoline, but 
this is how out of control my thoughts are 
spinning. 

From out of nowhere my uncle grabs 
my arm, and he says, "If you hurt yourself, 
Trevor, you hurt me." 

He's gripping my arm, and I'm gripping 
the red button. I tell him this isn't so tragic. I 
say, "I'll keep loving you, Uncle Henry...I just 
won't know who you are." 


Inside my head, my last thoughts are 
prayers. I'm praying that this battery is fully 
charged. There's got to be enough voltage 
to erase the fact that I've just said the word 
love in front of several hundred strangers. 
Even worse, I've said it to my own uncle. I'll 
never be able to live that down. 

Most people, instead of saving me, they 
pull out their telephones and start shooting 
video. Everyone's jockeying for the best 
full-on angle. It reminds me of something. 
It reminds me of birthday parties and 
Christmas. A thousand memories crash over 
me for the last time, and that's something 
else I hadn't anticipated. I don't mind losing 
my education. I don't mind forgetting my 
name. But I will miss the little bit I can 
remember about my parents. 

My mother's eyes and my father's nose 
and forehead, they're dead except for in 
my face. And the idea hurts, to know that 
I won't recognize them anymore. Once I 
punch out, I'll think my reflection is nothing 
except me. 

My uncle Henry repeats, "If you hurt 
yourself, you hurt me too." 

I say, "I'll still be your nephew, but I just 
won't know it." 

For no reason, some lady steps up and 
grabs my uncle Henry's other arm. This new 
person, she says, "If you hurt yourself, you 
hurt me as well...." Somebody else grabs 
that lady, and somebody grabs the last 
somebody, saying, "If you hurt yourself, you 
hurt me." Strangers reach out and grab hold 
of strangers in chains and branches, until 
we're all connected together. Like we're 
molecules crystallizing in solution in Organic 
Chem. Everyone's holding on to someone, 
and everyone's holding on to everyone, and 
their voices repeat the same sentence: "If 
you hurt yourself, you hurt me.... If you hurt 
yourself, you hurt me...." 

These words form a slow wave. Like a 
slow-motion echo, they move away from 
me, going up and down the concourse in 
both directions. Each person steps up to 
grab a person who's grabbing a person 
who's grabbing a person who's grabbing 
my uncle who's grabbing me. This really 
happens. It sounds trite, but only because 
words make everything true sound trite. 
Because words always screw up what you're 
trying to say. 

Voices from other people in other places, 
total strangers, say by telephone, watching 
by video cams, their long-distance voices 
say, "If you hurt yourself, you hurt me...." 
And some kid steps out from behind the cash 
register at Der Wienerschnitzel, all the way 
down at the food court, he grabs hold of 
somebody and shouts, "If you hurt yourself, 
you hurt me." And the kids making Taco Bell 
and the kids frothing milk at the Starbucks, 
they stop, and they all hold hands with 
someone connected to me across this vast 
crowd, and they say it too. And just when 
I think it's got to end and everyone's got to 
let go and fly away, because everything's 
stopped and people are holding hands, even 


going through the metal detectors they're 
holding hands, even then the talking news 
anchor on CNN, on the televisions mounted 
up high by the ceiling, the announcer puts 
a finger to his ear, like to hear better, and 
even he says, "Breaking news." He looks 
confused, obviously reading something off 
cue cards, and he says, "If you hurt yourself, 
you hurt me." And overlapping his voice are 
the voices of political pundits on Fox News 
and color commentators on ESPN, and 
they're all saying it. 

The televisions show people outside in 
parking lots and in tow-away zones, all 
holding hands. Bonds forming. Everyone's 
uploading video of everyone, people 
standing miles away but still connected back 
to me. 

And crackling with static, voices come 
over the walkie-talkies of the Homeland 
Security guards, saying, "If you hurt yourself, 
you hurt me—do you copy?" 

By that point there's not a big enough 
defibrillator in the universe to scramble all 
our brains. And, yeah, eventually we'll all 
have to let go, but for another moment 
everyone's holding tight, trying to make 
this connection last forever. And if this 
impossible thing can happen, then who 
knows what else is possible? And a girl at 
Burger King shouts, "I'm scared too." And 
a boy at Cinnabon shouts, "I am scared all 
the time." And everyone else is nodding, 
Me too. 

To top things off, a huge voice-announces, 
"Attention!" From overhead it says, "May I 
have your attention, please?" It's a lady. It's 
the lady voice who pages people and tells 
them to pick up the white paging telephone. 
With everyone listening, the entire airport is 
reduced to silence. 

"Whoever you are, you need to know..." 
says the lady voice of the white paging 
telephone. Everyone listens because 
everyone thinks she's talking only to them. 
From a thousand speakers she begins to 
sing. With that voice, she's singing the way 
a bird sings. Not like a parrot or an Edgar 
Allan Poe bird that speaks English. The 
sound is trills and scales the way a canary 
sings, notes too impossible for a mouth to 
conjugate into nouns and verbs. We can 
enjoy it without understanding it. And we 
can love it without knowing what it means. 
Connected by telephone and television, it's 
synchronizing everyone, worldwide. That 
voice so perfect, it's just singing down on us. 

Best of all...her voice fills everywhere, 
leaving no room for being scared. Her song 
makes all our ears into one ear. 

This isn't exactly the end. On every TV is 
me, sweating so hard an electrode slowly 
slides down one side of my face. 

This certainly isn't the happy ending I had 
in mind, but compared to where this story 
began—with Griffin Wilson in the nurse's 
office putting his wallet between his teeth 
like a gun—well, maybe this is not such a 
bad place to start. 
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formed organization, the American Committee 
on United Europe, a group of leading Americans 
who promoted the idea of European federalism. 
But, as Donovan wrote in a letter, it was really 
about solving "the problems the country is 
up against," meaning those created by Soviet 
communism. "My view is that we are in a war 
and I say let's win that war," Donovan declared. 
Braden signed up. From the committee's 
offices on gleaming Fifth Avenue, Braden 
was surrounded by an array of cold warriors, 
including Dulles, the committee's vice president 
and also the architect and future director of the 
CIA. 

Although the organization existed mostly 
on paper, former statesmen and prominent 
figures attended meetings and raised money to 
promote European unity. There was bourbon 
and gin martinis. "It was exciting and fun," said 
Braden. After a while, however, the committee 
ran out of money. Braden explained, "All of 
a sudden some guy named Thompson walks 
into my office with a huge sack. 'My name is 
Pinky Thompson,' he said. 'This is for you,' and 
plonked it down. It was $75,000. Donovan 
had arranged it. Well, it turns out Pinky 
Thompson was some kind of vice president of a 
Philadelphia bank, but he was working for the 
CIA. That was my initiation to the fact that we 
were not what we said we were." 

The revelation didn't scare Braden away from 
the post, which amounted to a training ground 
for the CIA. In fact he did so well running the 
committee, he was soon offered a new job. 

Within a year Tom Braden was packing his 
bags and leaving New York for Washington. He 
would be Allen Dulles's assistant at the Central 
Intelligence Agency. 


If you drive up Foxhall Road in the northwest 
corner of Washington, you'll find sections 
that wind up and down the hills of the district 
through a landscape that appears pretty much 
as it was in the 1950s, almost bucolic. At the 
intersection of Foxhall and W Street, just before 
the prestigious Field School comes into view, 
sits a two-story brick house painted white with 
green shutters and shaded by trees. Back then 
the house was just like every other house on 
the edge of D.C., except a spy with a code 
name—Homer D. Hoskins—lived there with his 
cyanide "death pill," to be swallowed in case of 
capture. This was Braden's home in 1952. 

He looked exactly as a reporter once 
described him: "a wiry, sandy-haired man" 
with a "craggy handsome visage that could 
be a composite of John Wayne, Gary Cooper 


and Frank Sinatra." Braden's goddaughter 
Elizabeth Winthrop Alsop said, "He had that 
leathery face and those blue eyes and he was 
very charming—definitely a ladies' man." 

Braden wore a trench coat. He smoked Camels 
(unfiltered) and a pipe. 

At the CIA one of Braden's first objectives 
was to keep the labor unions in Europe from 
being sucked into Moscow's black hole. Like 
most of Europe, they needed money. Braden 
became the bagman. Fifteen thousand dollars 
got unions in France to stop communist 
maritime workers from dumping U.S. supplies 
into the sea or burning them at ports. "We 
subsidized the unions to make sure it didn't 
happen anymore," he said. He also bribed 
communist dockworkers. "If we didn't bribe 
them, we wouldn't have gotten our supplies 
landed," he recalled. "It was also my idea to 
give cash, along with advice, to other labor 
leaders, to students, professors and others who 
could help the United States in its battles with 
communist fronts. I personally went to Detroit 
and gave the leader of the auto workers' union 
$50,000 in $50 bills to influence labor unions in 
Germany." The union chief gave the cash to his 
brother, who "spent it with something less than 
perfect wisdom," Braden said. 

"I could hand over $50,000 and never 
account to anybody. The CIA could do exactly 
as it pleased. It could hire armies. It could buy 
bombs. It was one of the first multinationals," 
he wrote in a letter to author Ted Morgan. In 
fighting the Soviets, it was the Wild West. 

But Braden was most concerned about losing 
the battle among European sophisticates. "I 
was much more interested in the ideas which 
were under fire from the communists than I 
was in blowing up Guatemala," he said. "I was 
more an intellectual than a gung-ho guy. 

"We wanted to unite all the people who 
were writers, who were musicians, who were 
artists, and all the people who follow those 
people—people like you and me who go to 
concerts or visit art galleries—to demonstrate 
that the West and the United States was 
devoted to freedom of expression and to 
intellectual achievement without any rigid 
barriers as to what you must write and what 
you must say and what you must do and what 
you must paint—which was what was going 
on in the Soviet Union," Braden said in a 
1994 interview with Frances Stonor Saunders, 
a British documentarian and author of a 
groundbreaking book on the CIA, Who Paid the 
Piper? 

The Soviets had the bomb, and their military 
capabilities were immense—the CIA had those 
facts cold. But the consequences of a culture 
dictated by Stalin were beyond comprehension. 
"The idea that the world would succumb to a 
kind of fascist or Stalinist concept of art and 
literature and music—that this was to be the 
wave of the future—as you look back on it even 
now, it's a horrifying prospect," Braden said. 

And so with that in mind, early one evening, 
after the secretaries had gone home, Braden 
marched over to Dulles's office and proposed a 
new way to take on the Soviets. 


"You know," Dulles said, "I think you may have 
something there. There's no doubt in my mind 
that we're losing the Cold War. Why don't you 
take it up down below?" 
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"Down below" was Frank Wisner, a 
Southerner from Mississippi who had been a 
track star at the University of Virginia and was 
then head of covert operations at the agency. 

"In my view, he was a hero, an authentic 
American hero," Braden wrote in the Saturday 
Evening Post. For three months he developed 
a plan to convince Wisner and his chiefs who 
represented various sections of the globe. At 
last the hour of the meeting arrived. "I began 
by assuring them that I proposed to do nothing 
in any area without the approval of the chief in 
that area," Braden recalled. "I thought when I 
finished that I had made a good case." But the 
chief of Western Europe objected. 

"Frank, this is just another one of those 
goddamned proposals for getting into 
everybody's hair." 

All the others fell into line, vetoing Braden's 
plan. (The only chief who supported Braden 
was Richard Stilwell, who ran the CIA's Far East 
division. He was a badass. He had crawled up 
the beaches of Normandy on D-Day and would 
later serve in Vietnam as deputy commanding 
general of the Marines.) Braden waited for 
Wisner's decision. "Well, you heard the verdict," 
Wisner said, acquiescing to the others. 

Braden walked down the long hall at the 
CIA's E Street headquarters. Now he had to face 
his men, defeated. The plan was a no-go. 

"Then I went to Mr. Dulles's office and 
resigned." 

Dulles was furious. "He raised hell," Braden 
recalled. Dulles rang up Wisner, challenging 
him to defend his position. "Allen was all over 
Wisner. He took my side completely." And he 
refused to accept Braden's resignation. 

"The International Organizations Division of 
the CIA was born," recalled Braden, "and thus 
began the first centralized effort to combat 
communist fronts." Tom Braden was finally in 
business. Now he could fight the Cold War his 
way. 

"Braden was sharp," says Michael Warner, 
the CIA's historian. "He knew how to deal with 
people. He knew important people who could 
get things done. He knew whom to call and 
could get his phone calls returned. Braden knew 
whom to get buy-in from and how to build buy- 
in." Warner has studied internal documentation 
and says Braden found perfect common cause 
with others who shared his view of a new, 
nonmilitary strategy. "And he showed how to 
make it work." 

"It was really a pretty simple device," Braden 
said, recalling how the CIA funded its secret 
programs to promote modern art. "We would 
go up to somebody in New York who was a 
well-known rich person, and we would say, 'We 
want to set up a foundation.' And we would 
tell him what we were trying to do and pledge 
him to secrecy, and he would say, 'Of course I'll 
do it.' And then you would publish a letterhead 
and his name would be on it and it would be a 
foundation." 

To build the necessary cover in Europe, 
agents rented an office in a classic 19th century 
building with floor-to-ceiling windows at 104 
Boulevard Haussmann in Paris. They called 
it the Congres Pour la Liberte de la Culture, 
or the Congress for Cultural Freedom, hung 
out a shingle, printed letterhead and were in 
business. 

To run its newly established front, the CIA 
installed two agents who looked the part of 










cosmopolitans. There was Michael Josselson, a 
43-year-old Estonian who spoke four languages 
flawlessly. Few outside the CIA knew Josselson's 
full history: His family had been murdered 
by the communists, and he'd also lived in 
Germany, working in the intelligence section of 
the Psychological Warfare Division of the U.S. 
Army. 

Josselson brought in 48-year-old Nicolas 
Nabokov, a tall Russian with white hair, 
as impresario. He introduced himself as a 
composer and offered his business card: music 
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had a hidden past: a family that had fled the 
Bolshevik Revolution and a stint on a special 
panel authorized by President Franklin Roosevelt 
to be based in Germany following the war. 
Nabokov's assignment there was to "establish 
good psychological and cultural weapons 
with which to destroy Nazism and promote a 
genuine desire for a democratic Germany." 

Josselson and Nabokov were ready. "We will 
show that we're the creative ones," they said. 
But crucial to the success of the Congress for 
Cultural Freedom was its legitimacy: To "protect 
the integrity of the organization," the CIA did 
not require it "to support every aspect of official 
American policy," Braden explained. At one 
point the agency funded the congress as part 
of the Marshall Plan, an American aid program 
(named for General George C. Marshall, the 
Army chief of staff during World War II) that 
funneled money to Europe to help it rebuild 
after the devastation of the war. The CIA also 
used its newly created American "foundations." 
To hide their connections to the agency, Braden 
had another rule: "Limit the money to amounts 
private organizations can credibly spend." 

With the setup complete, the Paris office 
polished to a fare-thee-well and funding in 
place, Braden launched his first mission. 

Motivated to show that the United States 
stood for freedom of expression, he imagined 
the impact of exposing European artists and 
intellectuals to America's foremost talents. 

That could change the battlefield, he thought, 
maybe even swing them to our side. The first 
mission had to be bold and unforgettable. 

Nabokov concurred. "I wanted to start off 
[the] activities with a big bang and in the field 
of 20th century arts," he later wrote. 

With Braden's blessing, Josselson and 
Nabokov announced that their Congress 
for Cultural Freedom would be hosting an 
exposition, XXth Century Masterpieces. They 
worked rooms in Europe's major cities, talking 
to tastemakers and creative types, promoting 
the hell out of their production. Starting in Paris 
and then moving across Europe, they said, the 
congress would be showcasing opera, ballet, 
drama, literature—with a special focus on 
art. "Narrow restrictive rules have sought to 
transform the artist into an instrument of the 
state, producing works tailored to the utilitarian 
needs of totalitarian regimes," said Nabokov. 
"Free creative imagination of the poets, painters 
and composers has produced an abundant flow 
of master-pieces in all the arts." 

A showpiece of this exhibition was the 
Boston Symphony Orchestra. It was exactly 
what Braden had in mind. The CIA would send 
musicians into the nexus of Europe's cultural 
world. Yes, musicians. Fora mere $175,000 
(more than $1.5 million in today's dollars), 
Braden could send all 104 members of the 


orchestra to perform in Europe's vaunted 
concert halls. They would be guests of the 
Congress for Cultural Freedom. 

In the spring of 1952, the musicians 
departed the U.S., unaware that everything 
was unfolding on the CIA's dime. In Paris, 
at the Theatre des Champs-Elysees, they 
performed Berlioz's Symphonie Fantastique 
and Brahms's Symphony No. 4. The audience 
of usually staid Parisians roared its approval, 
calling the conductor back 20 times, resplendent 
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headline in the Paris-Presse L'lntransigeant. For 
the next four weeks the American musicians 
performed in France, Germany, Belgium, the 
Netherlands and England. But the dark shadow 
of the Soviet Union was lurking. When their 
train went through checkpoints, the musicians 
were instructed by Army personnel to keep 
the shades drawn. Nevertheless, the tour was 
a triumph. "No American artistic group has 
been received in France with such warmth 
and enthusiasm in recent times," said one 
news account. An article about the concert in 
Strasbourg said the American musicians left the 
audience "trembling with joy." 

Back at CIA headquarters, Braden was elated. 
His first cultural mission was a success. "The 
impact from that tour—people said, 'Heavens! 
The Americans! Look what they do.' The Boston 
Symphony Orchestra won more acclaim for 
the U.S. than John Foster Dulles or Dwight D. 
Eisenhower could have bought with a hundred 
speeches." 

But there was trouble at home—trouble 
about the art. Modern abstract expressionist art, 
the very art Braden and his Paris agents sought 
to advance as a vehicle for Western freedom, 
was under attack by American politicians. 
George Dondero, a Republican congressman 
from Michigan, called the paintings "depraved" 
and "destructive." He charged they were part 
of the communist conspiracy. He even -asserted 
that one painting was a map revealing U.S. 
military installations. 

In an eerie echo of an announcement in the 
Soviet newspaper Pravda, Dondero said, "Art 
which does not glorify our beautiful country 
in plain, simple terms that everyone can 
understand breeds dissatisfaction. It is therefore 
opposed to our government, and those who 
create and promote it are our enemies." In 
Dondero's view, abstract expressionist painters 
and the art critics who supported them were 
"germ-carrying vermin" and "international art 
thugs." Dondero's views were also supported by 
others in Congress, including Democrat Francis 
Walter, the vocal chairman of the House Un- 
American Activities Committee. 

Dondero's campaign was reminiscent of 
the reaction to the disastrous 1946 State 
Department exhibit Advancing American Art, 
which had sought to elevate America's cultural 
status. It too came under attack from right-wing 
corners for being red. The charges became so 
intense that then secretary of state George 
C. Marshall shuttered the exhibit. "No more 
taxpayers' money for modern art," he declared. 

The American opposition to modern art 
as "communist" meant Braden's plan had to 
remain clandestine. The mission was to win 
intellectuals and artists to the American side, 
but those people had little respect for the 
U.S. government and "certainly none for the 
CIA," as retired agency officer Donald Jameson 


put it in an interview. Revealing that the CIA 
was behind the program would have been 
disastrous. This was the era when Senator 
Joseph -McCarthy was riding high, making 
reckless accusations about alleged communists 
in the government. The idea that a high- 
ranking CIA official would have anything to 
do with creative types was seen by some as 
communistic. 

"You have always to battle your own 
ignoramuses—or, to put it more politely, 
people who just don't understand.... It was 
nonrepresentational, and therefore it shocked 
some Americans," Braden later explained. 

Braden pressed on. On a mild April morning 
in 1952, the S.S. Liberte, a luxury French ocean 
liner, departed the Port of New York. Few of 
the passengers knew that packed securely in 
the cargo hold below were more than 200 
paintings—a veritable trove of what the future 
would look like. The artwork was handpicked 
by James Johnson Sweeney, an art critic and a 
former director of the Museum of Modern Art, 
where Tom Braden had first seen the difference 
modern art could make. 


Braden would never forget the day he 
interviewed for his job at MoMA. While waiting 
in museum president Nelson Rockefeller's office, 
he met "the prettiest girl I had ever seen in my 
life." She was 26-year-old Joan Ridley, and she 
had a "marvelously fresh and open face and 
freckles and curly brown hair." Her green dress 
"swirled." Braden later married her, and they 
had eight children. "You'd have to work very 
hard not to have babies if you were married to 
Joan," he wrote. It was their eight babies who 
became the foundation of Eight Is Enough, the 
book and TV series that introduced millions to 
Tom Braden in the 1970s. 

At the beginning of the book Braden 
recounts his response to a maddening incident 
when he was trying to corral his five girls and 
three boys for a Caribbean vacation. By the end 
he has come to terms with the chaos of family 
life, experiencing fatherhood "with the mixture 
of pride and affection, protectiveness and hope 
which is...what makes a father go on being 
a father." The best-seller was the basis for a 
TV series that debuted on the same night and 
channel as Three's Company, in 1977. (Both 
would become crown jewels of ABC's prime¬ 
time schedule.) A one-hour show with a laugh 
track, Eight Is Enough depicted family dilemmas 
with a gentle father—"Tom Bradford," played 
by Dick Van Patten—as the head of the 

household. 

Bradford is portrayed as a newspaperman, 
which Braden was, but as less commanding 
and confrontational than the real Tom Braden. 
"He came into the room with more balls than 
a pool table," says screenwriter William Blinn, 
who developed Braden's book for Hollywood. 
"He had a built-in edge about him." Even the 
opening credits offered a point of contrast. They 
feature Tom Bradford playing football with his 
wife and kids. As Bradford prepares to throw 
the ball, one of the boys whips by and steals it. 
When I told Van Patten I knew Tom Braden, Van 
Patten said, "Tell him hello. Playing him on TV 
bought me my house." When I told Braden I'd 
met Van Patten, he said, "I would have made 
the pass." 

Despite all the hot-button issues and "new 
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morality" (as Braden called it) of the 1970s that 
Eight Is Enough addressed, the series never 
delved into his espionage background. Most 
Americans associated him with the father- 
figure journalist. Braden's own children grew 
up around the residue of his clandestine life, 
always trying to connect the dots. From an early 
age, Braden's daughter Elizabeth loved art. She 
is an alumna of the Rhode Island School of 
Design and is now an art teacher. When I ask 
her about modern art, she replies, "Dad said it 
was all about fighting the communists, trying to 
win the Cold War." 


R. James Woolsey, former director of the CIA, 
now acknowledges the legacy of Braden's 
program. He says its genius was in exposing the 
essence of the American and Soviet systems. "If 
you compare socialist realist art—the muscled 
worker in the Soviet Union pressing forward 
into the future—to Jackson Pollock's art, you 
have to ask yourself, Which society is freer? 
Pollock has three-dimensional canvases, really 
interesting patterns and—wow!—all these 
colors," Woolsey says. "Then you look at the 
socialist realist art, and it's crap—propaganda 
crap. That can't help but have some resonance, 
especially among intellectuals. It doesn't win 
the war itself, but it communicated that people 
were free to read and paint what they wanted 
to in the United States, and they were not free 
to do that in the Soviet Union." 

Last summer, at lunch with Braden's son 
Nicholas, I asked, "What did your dad tell 
you about the art?" He paused, smiled and 
answered, "You mean that MoMA was a front 
for the CIA?" 

The history of the Central Intelligence Agency 
is rife with conspiracies, but was the Museum 
of Modern Art really a cover for spies? 

In part, yes. A trail of evidence shows there 
was an organized program by the CIA to 
influence European intellectuals. MoMA, with 
Braden in place at the CIA, was essential to the 
operation. Museum administrators and others in 
the art world, including the artists themselves, 
were mostly unaware of this collaboration. In 
other words, Braden and other spooks pulled 
off one of the greatest capers in history. 


On one wall was Dutch Interior by Joan Miro, 
then Black Lines by Kandinsky, The Bride by 
Marcel Duchamp and a mobile, Red Petals, by 
Alexander Calder—all an explosion of colors, 
lines, shapes and shadows. These were just a 
few of the modern works in the Congress for 
Cultural Freedom's XXth Century Masterpieces 
exhibition. 

As Aline B. Louchheim, arts editor of The 
New York Times, observed about such art, 
"There are many paintings which seem to 
say to you, 'Look, stop and look at me. I am 
addressing you. Look at what I am saying.' 

And having thus claimed you, they manage to 
banish other considerations, to pull the mind 
away from speculation or daydreams and to fill 
the eye only with the urgency of their particular 
visions. Some are big, some are blatant, some 
are small, some speak quietly." 

The paintings seemed to exclaim, "This is 
what absolute and total freedom looks like." 

The opening of this exhibition, on April 30, 
1952, was attended by "a large throng of 
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invited guests," reported a press account. In 
its "Letter From Paris," The New Yorker wrote 
that the exhibit "spilled such gallons of captious 
French newspaper ink, wasted such tempests 
of argumentative Franco-American breath and 
-afforded, on the whole, so much pleasure to 
the eye and ear that it can safely be called, 
in admiration, an extremely popular fiasco." 
Herbert Luethy recorded in Commentary, 

"It proved to be one of the most dazzling 
expositions of modern art ever brought before 
the public." And this was just the beginning. 

MoMA and the Musee d'Art Moderne in 
Paris sponsored a 1953 exhibition, Twelve 
Contemporary American Painters and Sculptors, 
which represented "different regions and trends 
of art in the United States," The New York 
Times reported. The account also noted that 
the Paris museum delayed other exhibitions 
to display the high-quality works, including 
ones by abstract expressionist painters Jackson 
Pollock and Arshile Gorky. The money and 
publicity for the show were provided by the 
Association Frangaise d'Action Artistique, an 
organization that was a donor to the Congress 
for Cultural Freedom and whose director was a 
CIA contact at the French Foreign Office. 

Word of this unique atmosphere traveled. 

It attracted Frances Fitzgerald, a fresh-faced 
Radcliffe graduate and aspiring writer. Her 
father, Desmond Fitzgerald, a CIA officer, 
sent her to the Farfield Foundation—one of 
Braden's CIA fronts—in New York for a job. 

"The foundation was one room with one 
person in it," she recalls. She was told that 
because of reorganization, the job didn't exist 
anymore. "But then my mother, Marietta Tree, 
called her friend Nicky Nabokov, and he said, 
'But of course your daughter can have a job.'" 
Fitzgerald moved to Paris and began working 
at the congress. "My father must have been 
furious, but he didn't say a word to me. In fact, 
the job didn't exist, as the man in the office 
said. So the congress had to scramble to find 
me something to do," she says. "I sharpened 
pencils." (Fitzgerald went on to cover the 
Vietnam War for Atlantic Monthly and to 
write Fire in the Lake, a 1972 book that won a 
Pulitzer.) 

Jointly, the congress and MoMA sponsored 
six Americans to represent the U.S. at the 
Young Painters show in 1955, which was 
displayed in Rome, Brussels, Paris and London. 
The show included approximately 170 
paintings, almost all abstract, by artists from 
around the world. The Congress for Cultural 
Freedom gave out cash prizes to the three best 
paintings, and all the money for this show came 
through the Farfield Foundation. 

Fifty Years of Art in the United States, a 
1955 Musee d'Art Moderne exhibition, was 
the largest representation of American art 
yet. Although met with mixed reviews by 
French critics, the two-month show was widely 
attended. Afterward, French galleries started to 
take note of these new American painters. In 
the fall of that year, the Right Bank Gallery was 
beginning to introduce France to "informalists," 
including artists such as Pollock. 

It's likely this second show was also 
sponsored or paid for by the Congress for 
Cultural Freedom—but even if it wasn't, it 
meant Braden's plan was working: Europeans 
were taking notice of American modern art. 

And the shows continued. 
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Braden left the CIA in the mid-1950s, but his 
program carried on with his deputy Cord Meyer 
leading it. By the end of the decade it had 
taken hold. MoMA would host more than 450 
separate exhibitions in more than 35 countries. 
A 1958 Esquire cover proclaiming "The 
Americanization of Paris" depicts powdered 
"instant vin rouge" being poured into a -water- 
filled wineglass (for better or worse). 

By 1959, abstract expressionist art was on a 
roll. John Berger, a Marxist art correspondent 
for New Statesman, declared, "Abstract 
expressionism...is sweeping the field. Nowhere 
in Western Europe is there a realist stronghold 
left." 

Nabokov's secretary, in a letter to a -MoMA 
trustee, described an exhibition promoted by 
the Congress for Cultural Freedom and MoMA 
planned for the Biennale de Paris in 1959. She 
explained that word "swept through the artistic 
circles like a tornado. Every young painter in 
Paris, every gallery director, every art critic are 
telephoning to find out what it's all about. It's 
going to be a terrific hit." 

Braden's operation was a success. One of the 
world's most famous and influential painters, 
Gerhard Richter, would later attribute his 
defection from East Germany to his viewing 
of abstract expressionist art. In 1959, at 
documenta II, an art show started in 1955 
by a West German artist and professor to 
display modern artwork suppressed by the 
Nazis, Richter viewed work by artists including 
Pollock. Afterward Richter realized, "There 
was something wrong with my whole way of 
thinking...expression of a totally different and 
entirely new content." In a letter to his former 
art teacher in East Germany, Richter explained 
why he risked his life: "The reasons are largely 
due to my career.... When I say cultural 
'climate' in the West offers me and my artistic 
endeavors more, that is more compatible with 
my way of being and my way of working than 
the East, I am pointing out the main reason 
behind my decision." 

As a further marker of success, numerous 
major American modern artists—William 
Baziotes, Alexander Calder, Willem de Kooning, 
Robert Motherwell and Pollock—became 
outspoken in their denunciation of the 
Soviets. Adolph Gottlieb and Mark Rothko, 
once communists, broke ranks with their 
comrades and formed an anticommunist artists' 
organization. 

Picasso was never persuaded to abandon his 
loyalties to the French communists, but MoMA's 
archives contain evidence that there was an 
attempt to do so. Braden said that though there 
were efforts to turn -Picasso, clearly it was more 
of a metaphor. 

By 1975 modern art had made its way into 
the Soviet Union, in a display at a Moscow 
museum, despite attempts to censor it. 


"I'm glad the CIA is 'immoral.' " 

That's what Braden wrote when reporters 
uncovered his plan. There had always been a 
pervasive nervousness that someone would find 
out. 

By 1966 Braden's secret operation had run 
out of time. Editors at The New York Times 
deployed more than 20 correspondents to 
investigate the far-flung operations of the CIA. 
They discovered the agency was behind the 


Congress for Cultural Freedom and announced 
it in a front-page story. Sleuths for the left-wing 
magazine Ramparts and the French newspaper 
Le Monde commenced further investigations. 
Such revelations—deemed "scandalous" by 
the press—came as the media's opposition to 
the Vietnam War reached a fever pitch and the 
whole country appeared to be growing weary 
of the Cold War, at least according to the way 
the news media portrayed it. 

"I didn't care," Fitzgerald says today, 
remembering when the news broke. "The 
revelations weren't good for the French—a 
lot of them got very upset. They thought the 
congress was independent and that they were 
being used. But they weren't. When they were 
involved with the congress, they were doing 
what they wanted." 

As criticism rained down, a CIA officer 
working in the Paris office of the congress 
scrambled to draft a statement for the press, 
claiming the congress was never influenced 
by any of its donors. Braden went in another 
direction and stuck his neck out. He wrote a 
staunch defense of his actions. "The Cold War 
was and is fought with ideas instead of bombs. 
And our country had a clear-cut choice: Either 
we win the war or lose it." 

The worldwide coverage of Braden's defense 
eclipsed the original bombshell. He explained 
the project in an interview with the Los Angeles 
Times. It was started to counter the Russians, he 
said, who "were spending $250 million a year 
on international front organizations." 

Former CIA director R. James -Woolsey says, 
"Remember, this was the period when France 
and Italy were close to going communist, and 
communists had a good deal of cachet in many 
circles because they had—at least with the 
exception of the period from 1939 until 1941 — 
been the enemies of the fascists and Nazis." 

Braden explained to the Los Angeles Times, 

"I don't think it's immoral or disgraceful to help 
one's country.... It seems to me that a man who 
does this for the CIA is in the same position as a 
soldier fighting in Vietnam." 


"I think Tom meant well." 

That's what Cord Meyer wrote to -Allen 
Dulles in the wake of Braden's disclosures. 
"Obviously it is going to be very damaging. I 
really can't understand why he did it." Dulles 
biographer Peter Grose contends that Dulles 
was also bewildered. At a party in Georgetown, 
Dulles reportedly accosted Braden's wife, Joan, 
with a stinging rebuke. The next day, she wrote, 
"What you said hurt more deeply than perhaps 
you know. Disagree with [Tom's] judgment 
but not with his motive." It took Dulles more 
than a month to respond. "You speak of his 
feelings for me, and your own, but if what 
you say about Tom is true, why, oh why, did 
he have to do this without any consultation or 
without attempting to find out what those with 
whom he had worked so closely, and who had 
vouched for him in the past, would feel about 
his action.... He has hurt many of us, and my 
feelings for Tom have been deeply affected." 
After that, Grose recorded, "Allen never spoke 
another word to Tom Braden." 

Braden spent the summer of 1967 at Lake 
Tahoe, trying to determine his next act. When 
he contacted longtime CIA officer Richard 
Bissell for suggestions, Bissell replied, "If you 


develop any brilliant ideas for an independent 
enterprise, let me know. I might like to apply for 
an opportunity to join you." Apparently some 
CIA men were more forgiving than the old 
-spymaster. 


"From the left, I'm Tom Braden." 

That was his nightly sign-off on Crossfire for 
most of the 1980s. In contrast to other CIA 
men, Braden didn't spend his post-agency years 
in obscurity. The man who once said, "I've 
always wanted to do things, be involved"— 
well, he lived the remainder of his life in the 
most public way possible, first as the author of 
a best-selling memoir (which was not always 
flattering about his parenting skills), then as the 
basis for a TV character and finally as himself 
on Crossfire. He seemed to hate the CIA of 
the post-Vietnam era, regarding it as arrogant 
and too powerful. "I would shut it down," 
he wrote in the Saturday Review in 1975. 

Braden argued that the agency's intelligence 
activities ought to be farmed out to the State 
Department. "Scholars and scientists and 
people who understand how the railroads run 
in Sri Lanka don't need to belong to the CIA 
in order to do their valuable work," he wrote. 
Ironically, Braden's daughter Susan would go on 
to work at the agency for more than a decade, 
starting in the 1980s. She tells me she regards 
the shadowy world of the CIA as something of 
an incongruity in her father's life, that he was a 
man who didn't like secrecy. "That's why he had 
no reluctance to exposing the operation," she 
says as she recalls the bravado with which her 
dad spoke of those days. "He thought people 
should know what they did." This is part of 
what people mean when they say Braden was a 
man of complexity. 

In 1983, a representative of the right-wing 
John Birch Society appeared on Crossfire to 
debate President Ronald Reagan's policy toward 
the Soviets. About five minutes into the live 
broadcast, the guest attacked Braden: "In 
the 1950s...we had a thing called the Braden 
Doctrine where America poured $2 million a 
year into left-wing activities under the guise 
of fighting communism." Incensed by having 
what he'd done at the CIA critiqued and his 
loyalty questioned, Braden grew furious and 
replied, "I was taking on communism when 
you were in knee pants, for heaven's sake. The 
CIA licked Joseph Stalin's last great offensive in 
Western Europe, and it did it by helping liberals, 
intellectuals and socialists." Braden glared 
at the guest and declared, "You don't know 
anything about fighting communism." 

Finally, at the end of the decade, news 
broadcasts flashed an astonishing report: "The 
Berlin Wall doesn't mean anything anymore— 
the East German media chief in the Communist 
Party said a short while ago that anyone who 
wants to leave East Germany and go anywhere 
in the world is free to do so," announced Peter 
Jennings on ABC, November 9, 1989. As the 
Wall crumbled, Braden watched the bulletins 
from the den of his 11-bedroom yellow house 
in Chevy Chase, Maryland, with modern art 
decorating the walls. 

"When my dad died and we began dividing 
up his things for the family, my wife and I got a 
small painting by Picasso," Nicholas Braden told 
me. "I never knew what it all meant." Q 
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VERY CANDID CAMERAS 

PLAYBOY: One of the greatest areas of 
misinterpretation relates to the purpose of the 
mechanical devices and equipment used in your 
experiments. Would you tell us about them? 
MASTERS: Besides the artificial phallus, we used 
the routine cardiograph type of recordings for 
heart rate, blood pressure, pulse, respiratory rate 
and so on. We also used cameras so that we 
could study in slow motion what happened. 
PLAYBOY: In your book, you describe the 
artificial phallus as plastic, utilizing "cold 
light illumination" that allows observation 
and recording without distortion. You 
wrote: "The equipment can be adjusted for 
physical variations in size, weight and vaginal 
development. The rate and depth of penile 
thrust is initiated and controlled completely 
by the responding individual." Why did you 
construct this device? 

MASTERS: First, let me point out that the 
artificial phallus was the only piece of 
mechanical equipment that would not 
be considered standard in any physiology 
laboratory. It was designed for intravaginal 
observation and photography—to show us what 
was happening inside the vagina during the 
various phases of sexual response. The artificial 
phallus has long since been disassembled and 
we have no plans for reconstructing it. 
JOHNSON: This may be an appropriate time to 
put to rest a popular misconception created 
by the mass media—that is, the titillating 
assumption that the only purpose of the artificial 
phallus was to stimulate sexual response. This 
was not the case. During artificial coition, the 
research subjects never could achieve orgasm 
by use of the phallus alone—they all had to 
employ additional self-stimulation derived from 
their own personal preferences and previously 
established patterns. The point is, a female 
responds sexually to that which is endowed 
for her with sexual meaning. Over a period of 
time, all the women in our sample probably 
could have oriented themselves to respond to 
the exclusive use of a phallic device if they had 
been so motivated; but to them, the laboratory 
phallus was nothing in or of itself, and neither 
the situation nor their own personal interest 
required that they make it so. Consequently, the 
only reason for creating and using this device 
was to provide an opportunity for definition and 
measurement of the intravaginal environment. 
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LOVE IS THE WORD 

JOHNSON: Related to this accusation of 
mechanization, the point has been raised that in 
the entire text of Human Sexual Response, the 
word love isn't mentioned once. 

MASTERS: That's right, it isn't. We started to 
define the physiological facts of sexual response 
fundamentally because there has been such an 
incredible amount of misconception, fantasy 
and fallacy about it. Rather than present an 
opinion—or psychologic interpretation—we felt 
it was long past time in this field to find out a 
few basic facts. 

PLAYBOY: Traditionalists also complain that 
investigations such as yours destroy the mystery 
of sex. Do you think that's true? 

JOHNSON: We happen to think that the 
realistic, honest aspects of sexuality are a lot 
more exciting than the so-called mystery. A 
knowledge of sex doesn't impair, but enhances 
it. 

ONCE AND FOR ALL: IS BIGGER 
BETTER? 


PLAYBOY: You have compiled data bearing on 
the belief that the size of a man's penis can 
influence a woman's sexual responsiveness. 
Would you tell us about it? 

MASTERS: There has long been a myth that 
penile size relates to male stimulative prowess. 
We found this not to be true. In the first place, 
the size of the penis usually has been judged 
in its flaccid state. In this situation, the penis 
varies greatly in size. But as it becomes erect, 
the smaller penis goes through much more 
of an erective process than does the larger 
penis. So, at the moment of mounting with 
full erection, the major differences in flaccid 
penile size have been remarkably reduced. In 
addition, the female has the great facility of 
accommodating the penis, regardless of size, 
and not expanding the vagina beyond the size 
sufficient for containment. Vaginal expansion, 
of course, is purely involuntary and is directed 
toward accommodation of the particular penis 
in its erect state. 

JOHNSON: It helps to realize that the vagina 
is a potential rather than an actual space in 
its unstimulated state. Actually, the vagina is 
virtually an infinitely expandable organ. After 
all, it goes from a collapsed state to a size large 
enough to accommodate a baby's head. 
MASTERS: Of course, we have been talking 
about physiological response. Psychologically, if 
the woman really believes that the larger penis 
in its flaccid state is going to make a difference 
when it becomes erect, then for her it might. 
But the really experienced woman would agree 
that size doesn't make a crucial difference. 

BLUE BALLS (FOR MEN AND 
WOMEN) 

PLAYBOY: One of your most widely publicized 
findings concerns the four phases of sexual 
response—excitement, plateau, orgasm and 
resolution. What happens to those individuals, 
particularly females, who don't go through the 
full cycle to orgasm? 

MASTERS: There are periods of irritability, 
emotional instability, restlessness, pelvic 
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discomfort, lack of sleep. You see, orgasm is 
a release point for the congestion of blood 
in the pelvis. This vasocongestion—which 
is the medical term for it—is relieved very 
rapidly if there is orgasm. If not, the release 
of vasocongestion is slowed, particularly if the 
woman has had babies and has enlarged blood 
vessels in the pelvis. Her period of frustration, 
irritation and pelvic discomfort may last for 
hours; sometimes—though rarely—a day or 
two. 

PLAYBOY: How about the male? There is a well- 
known malady among young men, variously 
referred to in slang as "blue balls" or "lover's 
nuts," in which the male complains of severe 
pain in the testicles if he is stimulated without 
reaching orgasm. Is there a similar explanation 
for this affliction? 

MASTERS: Yes. We've discovered in our 
experiments that when the male is sexually 
excited and approaching ejaculation, the 
testicles increase in size; the average size 
increase may be as much as 50 percent over the 
unstimulated norm. A young male who is forced 
to maintain this degree of local vasocongestion 
for a period of time—without -release—may 
well develop some pain and tenderness. Those 
males who suffer from long-continued "plateau 
phase" frustration usually either masturbate or 
have a nocturnal emission and the ejaculation 
relieves the congestion that way. 

ORGASM VERSUS EJACULATION 

PLAYBOY: You used the term ejaculation, 
not orgasm. In the male is there a distinction 
between the two? 

MASTERS: Male orgasm is actually a two- 
stage affair. The first stage is identifiable by a 
sensation of "ejaculatory inevitability." This is 
when he no longer can control the ejaculation 
but before he actually has any seminal fluid 
emission. This stage of ejaculatory inevitability 
lasts two to four seconds and is occasioned by 
contractions of the prostate gland and possibly 
the seminal vesicles. The remaining part of the 
male orgasm—that of actual ejaculation—is the 
expulsion of the seminal fluid throughout the 
length of the penile urethra by contractions of 
the penile and urethral musculature. The female 
orgasm, by contrast, is but a one-stage affair. 
PLAYBOY: Did you discover any evidence that 
women ejaculate? 

MASTERS: We have heard from four v they have 
an overwhelming release of fluid. But we've 
never had the opportunity to evaluate these 
women in the laboratory. 

PLAYBOY: In your book you also discussed 
female multiple orgasm. 

MASTERS: Apart from several physiologic 
observations of a technical nature, one of the 
important things we established—to our own 
satisfaction, at least—is that the female is 
naturally multiorgasmic. 

PLAYBOY: Picking up on the phrase "naturally 
multiorgasmic," do you believe that, all other 
things being equal, the female should achieve 
orgasm as easily as the male? 

MASTERS: Yes, indeed. We have nothing to 
suggest otherwise. It would seem that puritan 
and Victorian social restraints have destroyed 
or altered significantly the female's natural 
responsivity. 




VAGI IMA VERSUS CLITORIS 

PLAYBOY: Let's get this straight. There was the 
debate about clitoral versus vaginal orgasms. 

We just read an abstract from the Third 
International Congress of Medical Sexology 
in which a sexologist claims there are clitoral, 
vaginal and uterine orgasms. 

JOHNSON: Oh, Saint Christopher! The amount 
of garbage in this field, and the number of 
people without credibility! Of course, the 
uterus responds with orgasm—if the woman 
responding has a uterus. Every other part of 
her system responds in some fashion as well. 

The variables are in degree of involvement and 
intensity and in subjective perception. 

IMAGINATION AND FANTASY 

PLAYBOY: What role do such psychological 
factors as fantasy and imagination play in 
enhancing sexual response for either sex? 
JOHNSON: It depends on how you define those 
terms. What some people call imagination could 
be described as recall. The only psychological 
constant in sexual response is the memory of, 
or the conditioned response to, the pleasure 
of sensation—in other words, to those things 
that have become sexually endowed for that 
person. These may be deliberately invoked 
during masturbation or during intercourse to 
help overcome a particular environment or 
-occasion—a time or a place that doesn't turn 
the individual on. 

MASTERS: Imagination, as we define it, plays 
a very real part in sexual response, but it varies 
tremendously with individuals. Usually, it is 
employed during the excitement or early— 
plateau phases; but at the moment of orgasmic 
expression, the individual usually is immersed in 
his own sensate focus. 

PLAYBOY: Obviously, imagination would have 
great value with a sex partner who was not 
physically attractive. Have you found that 
physical attractiveness is important to successful 
sex response? 

JOHNSON: Again, all these things are terribly 
individual. 

PLAYBOY: In your experience as investigators, 
however, aren't there certain aspects of 
appearance that seem more stimulating than 
others for many American men—characteristics 
such as breast size, for example? 

MASTERS: If you talk about breast size, you 
have to mention Madison Avenue and -playboy, 
because they have created connotations of 
sexuality in connection with it. As a matter of 
fact, the larger-breasted female may not be 
more responsive. 

JOHNSON: Worse yet, a woman's preoccupation 
with her symbolic sex quality might cancel 
out her attention to, or her involvement 
with, her real sexuality. On the other hand, 
her symbolic sexual qualities might make her 
conceive of herself as more of a sexual person; 
consequently, she might involve herself with 
more enthusiasm. I'm not an anthropologist, but 
I think there is evidence that the attraction of 
the female breast relates to the -mother-figure 
concept. 

MASTERS: And yet, in the male population, 
there are hip watchers, leg watchers. It varies. 
PLAYBOY: Do you have any idea how these 
individual predilections develop? 


MASTERS: Personal conditioning, I would 
guess. Maybe the first exposure to sexuality 
was a woman with particularly attractive legs or 
breasts. 

THE IMPACT OF PORNOGRAPHY 

PLAYBOY: Does pornography have equal erotic 
potential for women and for men? 

MASTERS: According to our experience, yes. 

The greatest variations relate to an individual's 
background and personal preference, rather 
than to his or her sex. 

PLAYBOY: Do you think pornography would 
continue to have its arousing effects if it were 
made more easily available and lost its taboo 
quality? 

JOHNSON: Our attitude, like everyone else's, is 
purely speculative. But we think pornography 
certainly gains in its excitement by being 
forbidden. 

PLAYBOY: Do you think it advisable to control its 
availability? 

JOHNSON: I don't think there's any real 
contribution to the goodness of an individual's 
life in telling him what he can or cannot read 
or see. 

MASTERS: What is a matter of indifference to 
one individual may be repugnant to a second 
and incredibly erotic to a third. 

LIFE BEFORE VIAGRA 

PLAYBOY: The second sexual inadequacy you 
mentioned as part of your long-range research 
program is impotence. What is your definition 
of the term? 

MASTERS: We classify it as two types. In primary 
impotence, the male has failed at his first 
opportunity at penetration and continues to fail 
at every exposure thereafter to achieve and/or 
to maintain an erection for the length of time 
sufficient to accomplish mounting. In secondary 
impotence, the male has not failed his first time 
or his first thousand times, but then begins to 
develop difficulties in achieving or maintaining 
an erection. 

PLAYBOY: What is the chief cause of 
impotence? 

MASTERS: Fear. Regardless of why or under 
what circumstances the male fails to achieve 
or maintain an erection the first time, the 
greatest cause of continued sexual dysfunction 
thereafter is his fear of nonperformance. Those 
who have had an instance of failure due, let's 
say, to fatigue or excessive alcohol intake and 
do not attach special significance to it rarely 
develop this fear. But those who elevate an 
occasional failure out of context and dwell on 
it retrospectively can go on to develop severe 
cases of secondary impotence. 

JOHNSON: Alcohol is probably the greatest 
single cause of secondary impotence. 

PLAYBOY: Is it possible, as some critics 
have suggested, that the female's sexual 
-emancipation—and the consequent increase 
in her sexual demands on the male—is a 
significant cause of impotence? 

MASTERS: Any situation conceived as 
threatening by a particular male may tend to 
make him fearful about his performance and 
thereby lead him to try forcing the situation. 

But one doesn't need female emancipation to 
do this. 
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PREMATURE EJACULATION 

PLAYBOY: The final sexual inadequacy you 
mentioned is premature ejaculation. Is this as 
difficult to define as the others? 

MASTERS: As a working definition, we describe a 
premature ejaculator as a male who can't control 
the ejaculatory process long enough to satisfy his 
partner at least 50 percent of the time. Obviously, 
such a definition does not hold up if the partner 
happens to be nonorgasmic. As for the causes, 
they vary. I suppose one of the greatest causes in 
a 40-year-old male is exposure to prostitutes in 
his late teens and early 20s, with its pressure for 
speed and performance and lack of regard for 
time, place and circumstances. 

PLAYBOY: Many men try to overcome their 
problem of premature ejaculation or that of 
orgasmic failure on the part of their partners by 
developing a self-conscious sexual technique. 
Assiduously memorizing sexual lore and following 
the suggestions of many marriage manuals, they 
recite the multiplication tables silently during 
intercourse, or think of the stock market. 
JOHNSON: It shouldn't be necessary to recite 
multiplication tables in order to withhold 
ejaculation.... When we first treated cases of 
premature ejaculation, we noticed an almost 
stereotypical case history. Usually the person's 
first experience had been under circumstances 
in which it was necessary to rush through 
intercourse under a great deal of pressure. For 
instance, the backseat of a car. There was no 
sense that you should linger and appreciate the 
act; there was just the fun of doing it. 

AS TIME GOES BY 

PLAYBOY: Another area of medical uncertainty 
and misconception relates to sex among the 
aged. What can you tell us about your research 
on this subject? 

MASTERS: There are two fundamental constants 
necessary for the human male and female to 
maintain effective sexual function into the 80- 
year age group: One, the individual must be in 
a reasonably good state of general health, and 
two, he or she must have an interested partner. 

For the female, an effective sexual function in 
her earlier years encourages continued successful 
functioning as she ages, primarily because she 
isn't contending with fears of nonperformance. 

If the female has not been particularly effective 
before menopause, then the added concerns 
of the aging process may make her totally 
ineffective thereafter. But if she has been 
responsive and well-oriented sexually, she usually 
sails through the menopausal situation with 
no significant variation in her sexual-response 
pattern. 

As for the male, if he has had satisfactorily 
active sexual experience during his teens, 20s, 

30s and 40s, there's no reason he can't maintain 
sexual effectiveness into his 50s, 60s and 70s, if 
he meets the criteria already described. 

JOHNSON: The only thing I'd like to add is that 
aging may cause some reduction in the urge to 
ejaculate—that is, in the need for frequency of 
ejaculation. But, contrary to popular belief, this 
has nothing to do with the older man's ability to 
achieve and maintain an erection. 

THE GAY FACTOR 

PLAYBOY: There have been predictions that 
another by-product of increasing sexual freedom 
will be the proliferation of homosexuality. What 
do you think? 
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MASTERS: If the majority of reasons given by 
scientists and by homosexuals themselves for 
turning to homosexuality are true, a liberalization 
of sexual attitudes would remove some of these 
reasons; it would help lessen the homosexual's 
self-rejection. This is, of course, only theorizing. 
We have no evidence to support it. 

We're doing a great deal of work in 
homosexuality. We're studying the female 
homosexual in particular, as we feel she has 
never been examined in depth. We want to 
learn as much as we can from the sociological, 
physiological, biochemical, endocrinological— 
and, ultimately, the -therapeutic—points of view. 
PLAYBOY: What is your goal in the homosexual 
research? 

MASTERS: We hope eventually to move into 
some concept of sexual reversal for those who 
wish it. From what we know now—which is very 
little—we can't conceive of homosexuality itself 
as an inversion or abnormality. It seems to be a 
basic form of sexual -expression—a minority form 
but a very definitive one. 

PLAYBOY: Why should heterosexuals be 
interested in the findings in Homosexuality 
in Perspective [a later book that focused on 
homosexuality]? 

MASTERS: The book is as much about how 
heterosexuals make love as about how 
homosexuals make love. 

PLAYBOY: In a nutshell, what were the most 
interesting findings in your study? 

MASTERS: One of the most striking features of 
the findings was the fact that homosexuals and 
heterosexuals demonstrated so little difference in 
ability to respond to noncoital sexual stimulation. 
Homosexuals and heterosexuals, male or female, 
were able to respond to masturbation, partner 
manipulation or fellatio/cunnilingus. We observed 
many hundreds of orgasm cycles, and less than 
one percent of the time was there failure to 
achieve orgasm. 

PLAYBOY: Time magazine, in its cover story on 
your book, drew the conclusion that gays are 
better in bed. Your findings seem to suggest that 
if we make love like homosexuals, our sex lives 
will improve. 

MASTERS: Let's put it this way: The greatest 
mistake is to say that you make love like 
anybody. Because that isn't what you're doing. 
You're doing what you want to do, and, it's 
hoped, what your partner would like to enjoy. 

In presenting our findings on homosexuality, 
we want to show the wealth of variation that is 
possible, so that it doesn't become threatening. 
Inevitably, we are a little anxious about those 
things we don't understand or aren't familiar 
with. 

PLAYBOY: Nonetheless, your book suggests that 
homosexuals of both sexes know more about 
their partners' needs and showed more interest 
in variety, which translates—to us—as saying 
they're better at sex than heterosexuals. 
JOHNSON: Well, they work at it a little more. 

They invest more of themselves in sex; therefore, 
they probably get a little more back. They don't 
have more orgasms, mind you. They just seem 
more involved. 

PLAYBOY: Were there differences in the way 
homosexual couples and heterosexual couples 
stimulated each other in heavy petting? 

MASTERS: The homosexual couples took 
their time. They moved deliberately through 
excitement to linger at the plateau stage. 


In contrast, the heterosexuals created the 
impression that they were in it just to get the job 
done, to produce the orgasm in the shortest time 
possible. 

PLAYBOY: What differences did you notice 
in the ways heterosexuals and homosexuals 
masturbate? 

MASTERS: The primary differences related to 
gender and not to sexual preference. 

PLAYBOY: How did women masturbate? 
MASTERS: Approximately four out of five of the 
women masturbated while lying on their backs. 
They were generally less direct in their approach 
to the clitoris than were men in approaching the 
penis. Some women touched their breasts, others 
stroked the lower abdomen or the thighs. Most 
women tended to touch the glans directly only 
at the onset of the clitoral stimulation, if at all. 

But as sexual tensions elevated, they moved from 
the glans to the stimulation of the clitoral shaft. 
When they got tired or lost the thread of their 
response, they slowed the pace. Far more often 
than men, women deliberately varied the rate 
and pressure of genital stroking, at times even 
stopping and starting clitoral manipulation—as 
though teasing themselves. 

PLAYBOY: How did men masturbate? 

MASTERS: Men moved immediately to the penis. 
Approximately three out of five masturbated 
while lying on their backs; the rest did so 
standing, sitting or lying face down. The force 
and rapidity of the stroking increased as 
excitement increased. For the most part, men 
concentrated on the shaft. At orgasm most men 
slowed, or even stopped stroking. In contrast, 
the women usually kept stroking or massaging 
through orgasm. Women actually tended to 
be more sexually responsive, moving from one 
orgasmic experience to the next, while the men 
almost universally had one orgasmic experience 
during the session and that was it. 

PLAYBOY: How did gay women act in bed? 
MASTERS: There was holding, kissing and 
caressing of the entire body area before any 
specific approach was made to the breasts or 
genitals. Only six out of 76 of the lesbians we 
studied moved directly to breast stimulation, 
and only one woman approached her partner's 
genitals at the onset of sex play. 

PLAYBOY: Obviously, a woman would know that 
about another woman. But how does a man 
progress if his partner doesn't tell him? 

JOHNSON: They do unto others as they have 
done unto themselves, and that's not always 
what a woman can respond to. Quite often the 
male uses his fingers as he would a penis. If the 
lesbians used penetration with their fingers, 
they seldom went beyond the outer third of the 
vagina, which, in terms of nerve endings, is the 
most sensitive area. Husbands frequently used 
their fingers as a substitute penis, even though 
their wives merely tolerated this approach, 
especially when approached this way before 
they were really aroused. One third of the wives 
we questioned said that they felt deep manual 
penetration was more exciting to their husbands 
than to them. Lesbians, on the other hand, 
exhibited a general willingness to find out what 
their partners like and appreciate. 

PLAYBOY: Once a lesbian woman turned to 
breast play, did she go about it any differently 
than a man would? 

MASTERS: Breast play was significantly 
prolonged. The entire breast was consistently 
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stimulated both manually and orally, with 
particular attention focused on the nipples. And 
almost scrupulous care seemed to be taken by 
the stimulator to spend an equal amount of 
time with each breast. Sometimes as much as 
10 minutes was devoted to the breasts before 
genital play was introduced. I've seen many a 
heterosexual couple engage in and complete 
intercourse in the time a lesbian couple would 
still be focusing on the breasts. 

THE MISSIONARY POSITION 

PLAYBOY: Is there any single trait or 
pattern that characterized intercourse [in 
heterosexuals]? 

MASTERS: The great American formula for sex 
is: a kiss on the lips, a hand on the breasts and 
a dive for the pelvis. 

JOHNSON: In terms of sexual behavior, 
although we seem to be a people who look 
for cookie cutters to shape ourselves after 
someone whose life is purported to be the 
sexual ultimate, when the moment arrives, 
we generally fall back on our early peer- 
group lessons. There is too little individual 
confidence to be sexually creative. Even in 
the lab environment, sexually sophisticated 
people sometimes fell back on the old familiar 
scenario. 

PLAYBOY: Which was? 

MASTERS: Some 80 percent of the men made 
love in the missionary position. They mounted 
the female as soon as they had an erection and 
as soon as they thought the partner was ready. 
Usually they decided she was ready when she 
was obviously lubricated. 

PLAYBOY: Is that incorrect? 

JOHNSON: Well, in theory, you might say it 
is true. Vaginal lubrication for the woman is 
essentially a counterpart of erection in the 
male. Ah, but it doesn't stop there. I'm really 
going to tread in water I normally try to avoid, 
because we generally represent only on a same- 
sex basis—but I'm going to suggest the very 
real possibility that a man with an erection is 
not always a man who is ready for intercourse. 

The woman may demonstrate physiological 
or anatomical readiness. But it's a mistake to 
assume that because she is physically prepared, 
she has also arrived at the point of emotional 
or even spiritual receptivity. So often the 
man makes this assumption, penetrates and 
immediately sets the pattern of thrusting. 

She is even further distracted by the task of 
accommodating to the depth, frequency and 
the force of the man's thrusting action before 
she ever establishes awareness of her own 
responsiveness. Although she ultimately may 
be orgasmic, her level of subjective involvement 
may remain low and her sense of satisfaction 
minimal. There is a high risk of hostility toward 
the partner developing in such a situation. 
PLAYBOY: One of the sacred tenets of marriage 
manuals is that if you engage in enough 
foreplay, everything will be all right in the end. 
Did you find that to be so? 

MASTERS: I don't even like the term foreplay. 

It sounds like something less than important 
or meaningful. Dividing sexual response into 
stages is a necessity for the scientific observer, 
but sex partners who do the same thing 
make the human experience a goal-oriented 
performance. In so doing, a woman's capacity 


for spontaneous responsivity especially is 
victimized. 

PLAYBOY: How? 

MASTERS: We found that when we requested a 
woman and a man in the lab to engage in, let's 
say, genital touching or cunnilingus, the woman 
tended to lubricate freely, in direct proportion 
to the amount of stimulation she was receiving. 
However, when on another occasion we asked 
the same couple to engage in intercourse and, 
as part of the total process, the man engaged 
in tV he same activities—genital touching or 
cunnilingus—the woman frequently did not 
lubricate as freely, in direct proportion to the 
amount of stimulation she was receiving. 
PLAYBOY: Is it possible that the homosexual 
couples you observed—because they were not 
under any pressure to have intercourse—were 
better able to enjoy themselves? 

MASTERS: Certainly. They give more of 
themselves to these activities—masturbation, 
fellatio, cunnilingus—because it is the 
only thing they have. Even when we told 
heterosexual women that cunnilingus was the 
point of the evening, they were so unused to it 
as a pleasurable end in itself that they initially 
did not get particularly involved. 

THE IMPORTANCE OF SEX 

PLAYBOY: What do you think the future holds 
for sex research in general? 

MASTERS: Sufficient maturity and controlled 
expansion, we hope, so that research may be 
done in the total area of sexual behavior—not 
just from the psychological and physiological 
points of view, the "why" and the "what," but 
also, for example, from the sociological and 
theological perspectives. 

Human sexual behavior is of vital concern 
to every single individual throughout his 
or her life. Aside from the instinct for self- 
preservation, it is the most forceful response 
we know. Yet it is the response about which 
we know least. Look at the massive amount 
of time and effort that has been spent on the 
control of poliomyelitis, for instance—an effort 
that was worthy, since it brought the disease 
under control—but compare the occasional 
individual who contracts polio with the daily 
concern of every individual about his or her 
sexuality. Although we are obviously in favor 
of any medical approach that helps eliminate 
the major pathologies, it must also be realized 
that the one physiological activity, after eating 
and sleeping, that occupies the greatest part of 
human life is no less worthy of definitive and 
objective research. We intend to devote the 
greatest part of our lives to that research. 
PLAYBOY: Just how important do you think sex 
is? 

JOHNSON: For most people, sex is of 
paramount importance in their life. One thing 
you can be sure of: The more one knows about 
sex, the better chance there is of dealing with it 
effectively when something is not satisfactory. 
That is the principle, at least, by which we 
are committed to sex research. That, plus the 
fact that we continue to believe that "sex is a 
natural function." We've proclaimed that for 
so long now, people surely are tired of hearing 
it. Maybe in another 10 years beyond that, our 
society will allow us to live it. 
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... Ai Weiwei 

Continued from page 69 
station. Later they told me in detention, "You're 
watching too many Hollywood movies." I did 
something ridiculous and stupid, but I had a 
good time. 

PLAYBOY: Did they officially arrest you? 

AI: They interrogated me. It took hours 
because they're not very educated. They wrote 
everything down very slowly, but finally they 
let me go. They didn't bring charges. I said, 

"The next time you come, you should bring 
handcuffs." Those were my last words to them. 
Then they shut down my blog. 

PLAYBOY: What was the public reaction when 
your blog disappeared? 

AI: There was no way to talk about it. There's no 
independent press, so you cannot make a story. 
No one knows. 

PLAYBOY: Might that kind of suppression and 
repression soften under the leadership of the 
new president, Xi Jinping, who took over this 
year? 

AI: He gave a speech at the beginning. The main 
idea was: If you are weak, you will be beaten. 

I think it's a very uncivilized rule. It's like jungle 
rule. Nothing will change. 

PLAYBOY: As China has opened to the West, 
what's the impact of a nondemocratic system in 
which the Communist Party selects its leaders 
from within? 

AI: The way to survive in this party is to hide 
yourself or to become a person who obeys 
orders from above. These are not people with 
new ideas who are bold. One generation 
chooses the next, and one is worse than the 
former. It's like inbreeding. After so many 
generations, it becomes weaker and weaker. 

You can see in the first generation—Chairman 
Mao's generation, Castro's generation—the first 
revolutionaries are strong characters, maybe 
crazy but a bit romantic. Idealistic. Now you see 
nothing. They cannot even remember what their 
ancestors said. 

PLAYBOY: Along with your Twitter messages, 
is your art largely a result of frustration with the 
current political system? 

AI: I'm a person who likes to make an argument 
rather than just give emotion or expression 
a form and shape in art. I became an artist 
only because I was oppressed by society. I 
was born into a very political society. When 
I was a child, my father told me, as a joke, 

"You can be a politician." I was 10 years old. 

I didn't understand it, because I already knew 
that politicians were the enemy, the ones who 
crushed him. I didn't understand what he was 
talking about. But now I understand. I can be 
political. I can say something even though we 
grew up without true education, memorizing 


Chairman Mao's slogans. I memorized hundreds 
of them. I can still sing his songs, recite his 
poetry. Every morning at school we stood in 
front of his image, memorizing one of his 
sentences telling what we should do today to 
make ourselves a better person. 

PLAYBOY: What's an example of a sentence you 
learned? 

AI: "Today I want to be a servant of the people, 
so I want to clean up my neighbor's street 
front," or "Really study hard to become a 
useful person to society to prepare myself to 
fight against capitalism," or "Build yourself as a 
strong person for the bright Communist future." 
Every day we repeated those sentences. In the 
evening we stood in front of Mao to confess 
what we did wrong. "Today at school I had 
slightly selfish thinking." It's called self-criticism. 
For meals, I went to the commune dorm, to the 
cafeteria. When you give the empty bowl to the 
cook, before they give you the food—normally 
just one spoonful of one food, boiled corn or 
something—you say one sentence of Chairman 
Mao. The cook will say another sentence, then 
give you food. 

While you're a child, you have to automatically 
follow this. You don't know enough to question 
anything, because your knowledge is so limited. 
You don't even know there's another way. You 
have never read a single novel, poetry or other 
writing or heard a song that is different. It's like 
North Korea today. So there's no way you can 
question it. My father could question it because 
he had some experience in Paris. But of course 
he could not say anything about it. So when my 
father said I should be a politician, he was saying 
I should be something different. Because of my 
father's experience, I experienced the complete 
story of what a nation or human society without 
justice or fairness can be. If I talk about my 
youth, that deeply affected me—the society 
lacking essential right or wrong or justice. 
PLAYBOY: Did your father encourage you to 
question Chairman Mao's teachings? 

AI: No, if he said something to me, he'd be 
putting me in danger, because I may react 
differently and then be crushed. He would never 
say anything to us. But we talked about that 
life later. I hated society when I was 17, 18, 19. 

I wanted to escape. Only art created some way 
to express something different. I had a kind of 
corner. First I got into art because I wanted to 
escape the politics. It's through certain kinds of 
acts that you can fully express your feelings. 
PLAYBOY: When your father was incarcerated 
in the labor camp, what happened to your 
mother? 

AI: Our whole family was sent there. It was a 
difficult time. 

PLAYBOY: What do you remember? 

AI: I remember a lot. My father tried to commit 
suicide every time they put him in more difficult 
situations. I remember in the hard-labor camp he 
called me after his work one day. Our home had 
no light. It got dark very early. After work, he 
just laid down on the bed. He had never really 
done physical work before he was 58. After a 
day of heavy work, he was exhausted, in pain. 

He thinks he's going to die. He called me to the 
bed and said, "I'm going to die very soon." He 
wrote down two names. He said, "After I die, 
you should go to see these two persons and 
they will raise you." I was speechless. I didn't 
know what to say. I was 10. But I showed no 
emotions because at that moment I had no 


emotion; I just accepted it. 

PLAYBOY: Were you traumatized by experiences 
like this? 

AI: It's hard to measure that kind of thing. 
PLAYBOY: Why wouldn't your mother have 
raised you? 

AI: My mother was with my younger brother 
and they went away. She could not take care of 
two children, I guess. 

PLAYBOY: Is that why you were sent to New 
York in 1981? Were they worried and wanted to 
get you out of China? 

AI: I went to New York because I had a girlfriend 
who went. Her relatives sent her outside to 
study, and she asked them if they would also 
help me. By then I was eager to go out. 
PLAYBOY: What was your first impression of 
the U.S.? 

AI: The first time, the plane landed at nine in 
the evening. Our airplane circled the city. The 
moment I saw New York City, I was so happy. 

All the propaganda from the Communists was 
about how bad and corrupt capitalism is. I saw 
New York and saw a river of light, and it was 
like moving in a dream. Never in my life did I 
imagine it could be like that. When I grew up, 
there was no energy, no electricity. I always 
remember the image of New York. 

PLAYBOY: What did you do in the U.S.? You 
were 23. How did you earn a living? 

AI: I found jobs to make some money. I did 
housecleaning and repairs. I worked as a 
gardener and babysitter and whatever kind 
of job I could find. I was also in an English 
program for half a year. Then after that I went 
to my girlfriend's. She was at the University of 
California, Berkeley. I went to the Berkeley Adult 
School to study English. 

PLAYBOY: Were you also making art? 

AI: I occasionally did some drawings. Then I 
went to Parsons the New School for Design one 
year later in New York to do art. 

PLAYBOY: Some of your art involves 
performance. Early pieces involved breaking or 
transforming ancient Chinese antiques. Were 
you expressing your anger at -Chinese culture? 
AI: For people from the West, that was quite 
a shocking act, but for me, it's quite natural. 

It goes back to when I was a child and had to 
burn all my father's books during the Cultural 
Revolution. Those books were so beautiful. I 
burned them all in front of him; we had to. 
Otherwise it would cost us our lives. I tore every 
page. Beautifully -printed books, art books he 
brought back from -Paris. Page by page. So I 
know how to destroy. Chairman Mao taught us, 
so I know. 

PLAYBOY: You've created pieces in which you 
literally say "fuck you" to China—or at least 
to the Communist Party. In one you flip off 
Tiananmen Square with the Forbidden City 
looming in the background. 

AI: Yes. That's so terrible to them that I would 
do that. 

PLAYBOY: Were you also saying fuck you to the 
government when you photographed your wife 
holding her dress up in Tiananmen Square? 

AI: For the first few years after I came back 
to China from New York, I went with her to 
Tiananmen Square just to walk on the June 4 
anniversary. There were so many undercover 
police, and I told her, "Let me take a photo of 
you." We did the Marilyn Monroe pose, just 
lifting her skirt like that. 

PLAYBOY: More recently you went on a new 
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anti-government attack, this time in another 
medium: rock and roll. Have you always been an 
aspiring rock star? 

Al: I've never sung a song in my life except 
the songs forced on us during the Cultural 
Revolution. I went to the Elton John concert and 
was very much inspired by his voice as a kind 
of star penetrating the darkness of the sky. I 
decided it doesn't matter that I cannot sing. I am 
55 years old, and maybe I'll be the oldest person 
to start in rock and roll. I made nine songs. They 
are about the current condition in China. One is 
about my confrontation with the police during 
the earthquake research on the dead students. 
Another is about Chen Guangcheng and the 
Great Firewall. 

PLAYBOY: Why did you choose heavy -metal? 
Al: I love metal music. It's as powerful as nature. 
It's poetry within a storm. 

PLAYBOY: Do you use your art to publicize 
events like the earthquake or persecution 
of dissidents, or is it an expression of your 
frustration and anger? 

Al: When there's an extremely difficult situation, 

I think it's a unique opportunity for me to make 
some art. Something extreme gives me a strong 
reason to react to it, to respond to the situation. 
So if they do something extreme, then I'm sure 
I'm going to come up with something. 
PLAYBOY: Students were murdered and 
dissenters brutally crushed when tanks rolled 
into Tiananmen Square in 1989. That must have 
reinforced the message that you don't speak 
out. 

Al: Yes. A few hundred thousand people were 
there. My father was there. 

PLAYBOY: In a wheelchair, we read. 

Al: Yes, and also my mom with steamed 
dumplings she brought to the students. 
PLAYBOY: What was your reaction to the 
protests as you watched them from New York? 
Al: There was a moment of great excitement. 
Dan Rather and all those people saw this 
moment, and we watched and were all very 
excited. It's so unbelievable, the whole thing. 
PLAYBOY: Were you in touch with your family 
during that time? 

Al: Yeah, I talked with them. I could hear the 
helicopters flying above them. At the beginning 
they were excited. Then they felt shocked. Of 
course everybody was shattered by such a brutal 
reaction. 

PLAYBOY: What's the legacy of the 
demonstrations? Did they change China? 

Al: Maybe most young students don't even 
know it happened. 

PLAYBOY: In Beijing we tried searching the 
internet for the words June 4, and information 
about the protest and crackdown appears 
to be blocked. Do you think the government 
doesn't want people to know about the protests 
because of the massacre it perpetrated or 
because it doesn't want people to know it's 
possible to -organize? 

Al: Both. First, government officials don't want 
people to know they can unite and have such 
powerful expression. Also, they don't want 
people to know they crushed the masses with 
tanks. It's why some people in this country still 
don't know they arrested me. Many people 
don't know. 

PLAYBOY: How did your April 2011 arrest 
unfold? 

Al: They took me from the airport. A black hood 
was put over me and they took me to a security 
detention center. I do not know where. We have 


tried to find out, but I still don't know. The first 
question I asked when they started to talk to me 
was "Can I have a lawyer?" They said no. I said, 
"Can I make a phone call to my family?" They 
said no. 

PLAYBOY: Were you worried about your family? 
Your son was two at the time. 

Al: I blamed myself. I thought, Why did I 
put myself in this position, to deal with a 
government that has no respect at all for human 
rights, human dignity or even common sense? 

So many people warned me, and I knew my 
condition was quite fragile. They told me I 
would be sentenced for a very long time. They 
told me quite clearly, "When you leave jail 
your son will probably be 14, 15 and will never 
recognize you. And your mom may be passed 
away already." I was very sad to think about 
that. 

PLAYBOY: When you became a father, did you 
think differently about your political activism? If 
you remained imprisoned, your son would grow 
up without a father. 

Al: I didn't think about that until I was arrested. 
When I was arrested, when they told me I could 
not make any phone calls for at least half a year, 

I felt very sorry. 

PLAYBOY: How else has being a father changed 
you? 

Al: You have someone who very much depends 
on you. And for another 30 years, you could 
be some kind of influence on this child. You 
discover how the human species doesn't have 
to learn, that something is already there, and 
how it struggles to grow. It's kind of a miracle to 
see. Quite gradually it has to build up a kind of 
logical way of behaving, how to deal with life, 
which is sad in some ways. But yes, I felt very 
sorry about him when I was arrested and could 
not even call. 

PLAYBOY: What were the conditions of your 
imprisonment? 

Al: Two guards stood over me every minute. 

It's a tough situation. I think it was a kind of 
psychological warfare. You are watched every 
moment, even while you sleep, and when you 
sleep your hands have to be outside the blanket. 
You cannot turn. 

PLAYBOY: Why would they care how you slept? 
Al: I think it's a punishment. 

PLAYBOY: How do they prevent you from 
turning? 

Al: If you turn, they order you. You have to sleep 
like this, like a cross, [holds his arms out] The 
camera has to see your arms. You don't know 
how to respond to this kind of degradation. 
PLAYBOY: Could you exercise? 

Al: No, no. You can't move near the door. 
PLAYBOY: Did you become depressed? 

Al: I think I was more than depressed. You're 
alert because the situation is so unknown. You 
don't know their intentions. And you don't 
know what the future is. 

PLAYBOY: Could you write or draw? 

Al: I could not do anything. When I was sitting, 

I had to sit in one position, like this, [sits erect 
with hands on thighs] Before you make any 
move, you must report it to a soldier. If you need 
to scratch your head, you must ask. I must ask if 
I want to go to the table to have a sip of water. 
PLAYBOY: Did they bring meals to your cell, or 
did you eat in a communal area? 

Al: They brought the meals to me. The meal 
would never come with chopsticks. I had one 
plastic spoon. 

PLAYBOY: Did they prohibit chopsticks because 
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they could be a weapon? Were they worried you 
might try to harm yourself? 

Al: Yes. In my morning food there was always 
an egg. The egg had no shell. After a while I 
realized there was a little bit missing from the 
egg. Why was there always like a little mouse 
bite missing from the egg? When we became 
familiar, I asked a guard about this. He said, 

"We leave a sample of every dish you get in a 
box." Later, if something happened to me, they 
could examine it in the laboratory. A doctor 
came three times a day. Sometimes seven times 
a day. 

PLAYBOY: Did you become hopeless? 

Al: I felt I would never be released. 

PLAYBOY: Were you ever officially charged? 

Al: They announced different crimes—taxes, 
violation of exchange of foreign currency to 
Chinese money. Just excuses. I think they 
wanted to get the people thinking badly of 
me. They charged me with having a double 
marriage, which I never had. I have a son with 
a girlfriend, but we were never married. They 
charged me with obscenity for putting nude 
photos on the internet. 

PLAYBOY: Were the obscenity charges based on 
the art pieces you made in which you are nude? 
Al: They weren't even art. People always come 
and want to take photos, so as a kind of joke I 
said one time, "Okay, let's take a photo." I took 
off my clothes. I jumped. I used this thing, a doll 
called a grass mud horse, to cover my dick. It's a 
joke, really. 

PLAYBOY: A grass mud horse? 

Al: It's a fake thing created for the internet 
to fight government censorship. You can say 
ca'onima'', or "grass mud horse," which isn't 
a real animal; it's internet-made. It's a fake 
animal's name, so you can say it, but it also 
means "fuck your mother." You cannot say 
"fuck your mother" on the internet in China, 
but you can say this animal's name. So I made 
this photograph and someone put it on the 
internet and people got excited about it. It 
was for fun, just for some excitement at the 
moment. You have a combination of meaning 
there, "grass mud horse" and "fuck your 
mother." Saying this to the central government 
will be the most brutal thing you can say in 
China; you can be killed for doing that. 


There was another photo of me and these four 
women who came to see me one day. I try to 
avoid seeing so many people, so I joked, "Okay, 
we'll have to take nude photos." I thought that 
would scare them away, but everybody agreed 
and we did it. One of the women is an activist 
for sex workers who speaks out about AIDS, and 
others are students. It was a kind of statement. 
PLAYBOY: Does the reaction to the nudes say 
something about Chinese culture in general 
compared with Western culture when it comes 
to sex? Is China more puritanical? 

Al: I don't think so. I think China is an old 
culture and sex is very developed. It's just as rich 
as any old culture. These photos are not about 
sex. It's about privacy. Someone put this photo 
online and called it One Tiger, Eight Breasts. 
Sounds like a porn title, right? 

PLAYBOY: While you were imprisoned, were 
you ever harmed physically? 

Al: No, just intimidated. 

PLAYBOY: Earlier you'd been hit by a police 
officer when you went to testify in the trial of 
Tan Zuoren, the Sichuan writer and activist who 
had also been investigating the earthquake. He 
had been accused of inciting the subversion of 
state power. You were accosted in a hotel and 
struck on the head by an officer. What exactly 
happened? 

Al: There was a bang on the door, "Open up. It's 
the police!" They locked us up for 11 hours so 
we couldn't go to the trial. Tan Zuoren is in jail 
now, serving a five-year sentence. I was going to 
court to support him. I brought my materials to 
show he was innocent. 

PLAYBOY: How severe was the blow? 

Al: I felt pain and went to the hospital with a 
friend and two police. I had a regular checkup 
and nothing was wrong, but later it developed 
into a hemorrhage. The doctor said if I came to 
see him any later I'd be dead. 

PLAYBOY: Are there any aftereffects of the 
hemorrhage? 

Al: You hear my way of talking—it's slow. I can 
sense it's slower; the words jump out slower 
than they should. My memory is very bad now. 
PLAYBOY: After that assault and your arrest 
at the hands of the state, do you still consider 
yourself a patriot? 

Al: Even though maybe I am, I will never 


announce myself as a patriot. You're not entitled 
to say you're a patriot if you don't have a 
nation. 

PLAYBOY: Don't you consider China your 
nation? 

Al: No. You have a nation when you share the 
nation itself, when it holds up your beliefs or 
you're identified with it. If a country ignores your 
right to vote, you're not a citizen. You cannot 
make any kind of decision. You cannot relate to 
other people because you cannot support each 
other. You cannot share joy because there's no 
way to communicate freely. How can you call 
yourself a citizen? You don't bear responsibility. 
Anything that happens is not because of you; 
it's because of the government. The nation is 
not the people; it's the party. It represents only 
the party's ideas. The party controls the army. 

It controls the judicial system. It controls the 
natural resources. It's a group of elites, maybe 
500 families, maybe fewer. 

PLAYBOY: Finally, when you were released from 
prison, were you again hooded so you wouldn't 
know where you were? 

Al: Yes, everything was the same. Two police 
sat on two sides and one military soldier in the 
front. They brought me to a local police station 
and there I met my mom and my wife. My mom 
had to sign a paper to guarantee my release for 
one year of probation. 

PLAYBOY: What are considered violations of 
your parole? 

Al: Before I was released I had to sign an 
agreement with about nine different principles, 
including that I cannot go on the internet, 
cannot talk about what happened inside the 
detention center, cannot talk to journalists, 
cannot meet with people who are activists, 
cannot write articles. 

PLAYBOY: It seems you've ignored every one. 

Al: Basically yes. First I tried to do less. They 
have said, "We can always arrest you again and 
we don't ever have to release you." 

PLAYBOY: Doesn't that warning scare you? Are 
you tempted to cease speaking out? 

Al: Of course it scares me. It's not a joke. But I 
cannot gradually let my life deteriorate without 
talking about what's on my mind. That's not 
possible. I will not stop. 
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WORLD OF PLAYBOY 


OUR 


RAPTUROUS 
COVER GIRL 


Our Diamond Girl—In 1953 Hef launched Playboy with borrowed money, the unforgettable face of Marilyn 
Monroe and a mission to entertain the American male. 

As we celebrate 60 years of doing just that, and in true Playboy style, it's going to be one hell of a 
party. We're kicking off the festivities with the world's most famous supermodel--and the most anticipated 
pictorial in recent memory. Shot by Mert Alas and Marcus Piggott, Kate Moss reminds us why she--and the 
Rabbit Head-will forever be iconic. ( Photography by Mert Alas and Marcus Piggott) 



LIAN 

PAZ 

GOES TO THE 
PLAYMATES 
NIGHT 


Celebrating yet 
another wonderfully- 
received issue, 
PLAYBOY Philippines 
recently threw a 
party for Lian Paz 
and Chix Alcala at 
the Imperial Ice Bar 
in Fort Bonifacio. 
Partying the only way 
we know how, there 
was no shortage of 
booze and babes 
on this night of 
good clean fun. 
Meanwhile, lucky 
fans and guests also 
got their magazines 
signed during the 
event. Lian Paz is 
the cover girl while 
Chix Alcala was our 
Asian Beauty for the 
November-December 
2013 Issue. 
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Representatives from the Inteluck Group Vivian Yang, Lu Aiguo, Jon 
Sullivan, PLAYBOY President and CEO Sam Cu, Tony Tan, Lucy Wang 
posed for a photo after their wonderful dinner at one of Macau's old 
and finest restaurant. 


PLAYBOY PARTY 


INTELUCK GROUP 
WELCOMES 
PLAYBOY 
PHILIPPINES 
TO MACAU 


PLAYBOY Philippines President and CEO Sam 
Cu, PMOY Billy, Playmates Gypsy, Daniella, and 
Paris were treated to Macau's brand of hospitality 
during their stay, thanks to the Inteluck Group. 
The Inteluck Group is an exclusive company 
that offers professional and technical advice /T 
in gaming and financial investments to I 

its members. As a sign of fellowship 
and camaraderie, the party from MfiS Lj 

PLAYBOY Philippines were invited Mm y\ 
to one of Macau's best and 
historic restaurant. After 

never be complete ■ 

without a lavish and 
elegant banquet. ^1 
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PLAYMATE NEWS 



YMATES 

Cheer for 
Pacquiao 


Showcasing their support for the 
Philippines' champion, PLAYBOY 
Philippines' President and CEO Sam Cu, 
PMOY 2010 Billy Abeleda, Playmates 
Gypsy, Daniella and Paris, along with 
several friends of PLAYBOY Philippines 
attended Manny Pacquiao's fight in 
Macau, China last November. Being 
the natural cheerleaders these women 
are. Playmates Billy, Gypsy, Daniella and 
Paris cheered on as Manny Pacquiao 
lashed it out and won against Brandon 
Rios in the fight. Clash in Cotai. 
Congratulations, People's Champ! 
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RECALL* 

PLAYBOY ISSUE JANUARY 1961 


PLAYBC 


MEN 





AS A HISTORIC AND WORLD-RENOWNED BRAND, PLAYBOY HAS MADE SIGNIFICANT CONTRIBUTIONS TO ICONIC MAGAZINE DESIGN AND 
BRILLIANT CONTENT WHICH HAS BECOME THE STANDARD FOR MEN’S MAGAZINES ALL OVER THE WORLD. PLAYBOY RECALL LOOKS BACK AT 
SPECIAL MOMENTS IN THE HISTORY OF THE MAGAZINE THROUGH ICONIC AND GAME-CHANGING PLAYBOY ISSUES. 


PLAYBOY January 1961’s theme stressed on an introspective view of one’s self. From the retroactive New Year resolutions of the rich, the powerful and 
the famous such as Elvis Presley, Fidel Castro, Nikita Khrushchev, and Harry Truman to a collection of the wise musings of Ernest Hemingway about life, 
January 1961 was quite pensive and reflective. The issue was also graced with two masterpieces from Anton Chekov, A Liberal Darling and Concerning 
the Drama. To start the year right, the issue also featured a Playmate Review of the previous year’s gorgeous and voluptuous belles, along with the 

refreshing Miss January, Connie Cooper. 


















IS THE FIRST EVER MOTORING MAGAZINE AND IS THE GLOBAL 
EXPERT FOR FRONTLINE CAR NEWS, REVIEWS AND OPINIONS. 


From Ferraris and Lamborghinis through to the latest electric and hydrogen-powered superminis, Autocar is obsessed with 
cars and the industry that makes them. No other magazine covers the subject you love with such enthusiasm, insight and 
quality every month of the year. 

Autocar stands for the highest quality in car journalism and is rewarded with access to the best new cars and the biggest 
news stories before any of the opposition, access that we share with our readers. 
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FOR INQUIRIES ON AD PLACEMENTS, 

SEND AN EMAIL TO MISSBABYCHUA@GMAIL.COM OR CALL 

0917-5156628 








THRILLING WAYS TO PLAY • TEN UNIQUELY IMPRESSIVE RESTAURANTS AND LOUNGES 
THE ULTIMATE PLAYERS REWARDS CLUB * 500 LUXURIOUSLY MODERN ROOMS 


1 Asean Avenue | Entertainment City | Paranaque City 1701 Philippines 

Discover more at solaireresort.com 


NEAR MALL OF ASIA 


















